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The Staff and Girls of Kings Hall were 
saddened to hear of the sudden death of Mrs. 
Capon during the Christmas holidays. Since 
September 1955 she had been Matron at the 
Junior Cottage and all those in her care, or 
who knew her well, feel her untimely death 
very keenly. Our deepest sympathy is extended 
to the members of her family. 



ebttortal 



Why is it that the word "contagious" is always associated with unpleasant 
things, such as mumps or measles? Did it ever occur to you that a smile is ex- 
tremely contagious, yet it costs nothing and is one of the most valuable remedies 
for the troubles of the world ? Here is the proof to my statement. You may, one 
day, find yourself on a busy downtown street, smiling at your secret thoughts. 
You will probably be startled to look up and see even the worried business man 
smile in return. 

A little incident like this can bring home to us, the Youth of Canada, a truth 
that is important for us to realize — the significance of a smile. Now that Canada 
has so many people from lands far across the sea, we must try to make them feel 
welcome, even though we may not be able to speak their language. The best 
welcome that we can give these people is a warm, friendly smile, for the smile 
has no barriers of either race or nationality. It speaks the same message in every 
language. We do not refer here to a superficial smile, but to the smile which is a 
symbol of true happiness. That happiness, it should be our aim to spread. 

We at King's Hall have a large share of such happiness, for we are among 
the more fortunate, who have been brought up under thoughtful guidance. People 
have carefully taught us high standards of behaviour, especially in our dealings 
with others. We have been educated in such a way that the words Loyalty, 
Integrity, Sincerity, Courtesy, and Helpfulness should mean a great deal to us. 
As Miss Gillard so frequently tells us, "Privilege brings with it responsibility." 
After we leave King's Hall, it will be our duty to live up to this ideal. Living so 
will be the best way to create true happiness in our world. That happiness can 
be conveyed to others through a warm personality and a vital smile which 
smooths difficulties and comforts sadness. One of our greatest objectives should 
be to make the world a more cheerful one by our personal contribution of 
happiness. 



We wish to thank Mrs. Welter and the VI A's who helped with the typing. 
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King's Hall, 
15th May, 1957. 
My Dear Girls : 

Last year I wrote to you on a matter which is very close to my heart. I had hoped 
that after hearing the words spoken, and later having the opportunity of reading 
them for yourselves, they would have made some impression and been taken to heart 
by many. It is a great disappointment to me to realise that such has not been the case. 
Therefore, at the risk of being repetitious, I am going to write the same letter this 
year. Thomas Hardy wrote, "Constant dripping wears away stone, yea even diamond." 
The repetition will at least convince you that I am in deadly earnest. 

Perhaps it is hard for young people of School age to realise the truth of the state- 
ment that Privilege carries with it great Responsibility. It may be merely that they 
refuse to realise it. I was very touched when a group of Old Girls asked me if I would 
allow them to give a prize to the present girl who has tried the hardest to live by that 
tenet. It would seem that now the Old Girls are out in the world they realise how 
vitally important it is. If that is the case, why not try to prepare yourselves while 
at School to face the challenge of the future? Judging by the actions of many of you, 
your philosophy of life seems to be — ignore the responsibilities — make the most ol 
the pleasures! Such an attitude is unworthy of girls with your advantages. 

You all belong to a privileged group, and that is why I am continually trying to 
impress upon you the necessity of having firm standards. The standards set by those 
who have not had your advantages are not good enough for you. You have no right 
to be satisfied to slide down to their level: you should set the tone. Because you have 
had advantages which many others have not had, your standards of Morals, Culture, 
Manners, Dignity, Speech, and Posture should be superior, as should your taste in 
Music, Art and Reading. In the case of so many you are willing to follow the lowest- 
it requires less effort — and what is the result ? Many of you could not care less whether 
you learn anything: there is little love of learning for its own sake, — in fact in some 
classes, a girl who is ambitious and keen, is made to feel she is abnormal — . Hour 
after hour, day after day, you are throwing away opportunities which less fortunate 
people than you have starved and suffered to obtain. Many of you are not interested 
in good Music; you care little for the beautiful in Literature, and never voluntarily 
read anything but the funnies, mystery-stories and magazines, often of the cheapest 
kind; your manners are good, but only when things are going your way, which is no 
real test of manners; your speech is often common ,your posture slovenly, because 
you do not care: Is that facing up to your responsibilities? Is that attitude helping to 
fit you to take your rightful place in the world later ? With that attitude you are taking 
from the world more than you are giving, which is dishonest. A true gentleman, or 
gentlewoman (forgive my Mid-Victorian term) always tries to put into life a little 
more than he takes out, and is loyal only to the finest. 

Some of you are about to go out into the world. Do not let the materialism of 
this age cause you to lower your standards. Keep always in your mind the line from 
Browning's "Andrea del Sarto" and you will be in no danger of evading your respon- 
sibilities. 

"Ah, but, a man's reach must exceed his grasp, 
Or what's a Heaven for?' 

God bless you all, 
Yours affectionately, 
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Jane Gushing— "Cy" Rideau 

Montreal, Quebec. 1953-57 

"With patient inattention she hears them prate." 
Favourite Expression: — "I mean what I mean." 
Ambition: — Nurse in Africa. 
Probable Destination: — A pygmy's wife. 

Activities: — Choir; Glee Club; Literature Club; Current Events; Drama- 
tics; Public speaking VI A; Form Captain VI A. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School. 

$eab #trra Report 

"Tempus Fugit" — any Comptonite would echo 
this sentiment. It seems only yesterday that we 
were unpacking our trunks in September, and yet 
it is almost time to pack those same trunks for the 
summer holidays. It would be almost impossible to 
mention all that has happened, but certain sit- 
uations have made this year a most memorable one 
for me and I hope for you also. 

The co-operation and high spirit you showed 
throughout the year was the best I have ever 
known. Even the House totals have been in the 
four and five hundreds every week — at least, al- 
most every week. There has been keen competition 
in sports this year. We don't know yet who will 
get the Sports Shield, but the totals are all so 
close that the Heads of the Houses have worn 
themselves down to a frazzle. 

Speaking on behalf of all the girls, I know we 
want to thank all the Staff for the extra help they 
have given us this year. Don't forget, Comptonites, 
what a fine school we're in and how lucky we are 
to have such a great lady as Miss Gillard to guide 
and help us through our everyday problems, be 
they large or small. Remember also, that there is 
a place for each girl in the school to fill, and it is 
up to her to fill that place by leading the right- 
way and being kind to others. 

To the Head Girl next year, I wish the very best 
of luck. She will, I know, value the privilege of 
being your Head Girl as much as I have done. 

Jane Gushing. 
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Heather Morris — "Tootsie 
Cornwall, Ontario. 



MacDonald 
1953-57 

"I'll laugh a monstrous little laugh." 
Favourite Expression: — "Oh bugs!" 
Favourite Pastime : — Writing letters. 
Pet Aversion: — These Quebec winters. 
Activities:— Library Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club; Current 

Events; Dramatics; Form Captain V A. 
Teams : — Basketball, School ; Soccer, School ; Volleyball, School ; Badminton. 



Lucy Doucet— "Poots" MacDonald 

Montreal, Quebec. 1950-57 

"There is something in the wind." 
Favourite Expression: — "O.K. You've said it!" 
Favourite Pastime: — Schussing down Mt. Gabriel hills! 
Pet Aversion: — Squash. 
Activities: — Library Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club; Current 

Events; Form Captain IV A. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, School; Volleyball, House. 



Linda Grier — "Grier" Montcalm 

Ottawa, Ontario. 1953-57 

"For my voice, I lost it with the Hallowing and singing of Anthems" 
Favourite Expression: — "Oh no! Another 'Goose-egg' in Algebra!" 
Ambition : — Nursing — McGill . 

Probable Destination: — Charwoman — Douglas Hall. 
Activities: — Choir; Glee Club; Current Events; Dramatics; Sports Captain 

VA. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School; Tennis. 



Harriet Warner Schneider — "Tottie" 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. 

"Originality is the spice of life!" 
Favourite Expression: — "Have the chimes gone?" 
Favourite Pastime: — Collecting rulers!! 
Pet Aversion: — People who call me "Todies," "Sarriett, 

"Heichner." 
Activities: — Library Committee; Magazine Committee; 

Literature Club; Current Events; Dramatics. 
Teams: — Basketball, School; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School; Tennis. 



Montcalm 
1953-57 



"Tots," "Tods, 



Glee Club; 



Judy Robb — "Robbs" Rideau 

Westmount, Quebec. 1954-57 

"My troubles always come in the large economy size!" 
Favourite Expression: — "Frog!" 
Favourite Pastime: — Dreaming about the holidays. 
Pet Aversion: — People who snore. 
Activities: — Library Committee; Choir; Glee Club; Literature Club; 

Current Events; Dramatics. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, House; Volleyball, House; Badminton. 



Janet Martin — "Mart" Rideau 

Westmount, Quebec. 1954-57 

"Indeed it was sad but true that she had never gone to Princeton." 
Favourite Expression: — "Hey kids! What was it like out today ?" 
Favourite Pastime: — Answering the phone between 9 and 10. 
Activities: — Library Committee; Glee Club; Current Events. 
Teams: — Soccer, House; Volleyball, House. 
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Leslie Kennedy — "Paul" "Lahl" 
Montreal, Quebec. 

"Dinner lost, pounds lost, self lost — all lost together. 
Favourite Expression: — "You all need your heads read." 
Ambition: — To be a thin social service worker. 
Probable Destination: — Head of a diet Clinic. 
Activities: — Glee Club; Literature Club; Current Events. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, House; Volleyball, House. 



Susanne Meagher — "Sue" 
Montreal, Quebec. 

"Age, I abhor thee; youth, I adore thee!" 
Favourite Expression: — "That's all very well — but! 
Ambition : — Research Scientist. 
Pet Aversion:— "But that spells Meeger not Mar!!" 
Activities: — Library Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club 
Events; Dramatics; Bell Ringer, VI A; Public Speaking VI A. 
Teams: — Basketball, Form; Soccer, House; Volleyball, House. 



Sports Captains 

Anne Holton — "Holtie" 
Hamilton, Ontario. 

"I would not have given it for a wilderness of monkeys. 
Favourite Expression: — "Hody-Mody-Dere!" 
Prototype:— Little Dutch Girl. 
Favourite Pastime : — Exercises. 
Activities: — Library Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club 

Events; Dramatics. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School. 
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Sonia Newman — "Tony with a "y" Rideau 

Montreal, Quebec. 11153-57 

"Am I alone and unobserved? I am!" 
Favourite Expression: — "That's just your type." 
Ambition: — To be a good skier. 
Probable Destination: — Buying wings. 

Activities: — Library Committee; Magazine Committee; Glee Club; Litera- 
ture Club; Current Events; Dramatics. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School. 



Jform Captains 



Ann Iddon — "Iddon" 

New York, New York, U.S.A. 

"Good things TOini 
Favourite Expression: — "Scrounge!" 
Ambition: — The Stage. 
Pet Aversion: — Eggs! 
Activities: — Form Sports Captain V 

Club; Literature Club; Current 

VI A; Guides; Ballet. 
Teams: — Basketball, School; Soccer, 
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Elizabeth Napier — "Liz" MacDonald 

Toronto, Ontario. 1954—57 

"To ensure peace of mind, I ignore all rules and regulations." 

Favourite Expression: — "T-u-W-c-e-e-dy Pie!!! ?" 

Ambition: — Nursing. 

Prototype: — Howdy Doody. 

Activities: — Magazine Committee; Choir; Glee Club; Literature Club; 
Current Events; Dramatics; Form Captain VI B and VI A. 

Teams: — Basketball, School; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School; Bad- 
minton. 
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Anne Elizabeth Bieler— "Biele" MacDonald 

Sillery, Quebec. 1953-57 

"God bless the man who first invented sleep." 
Ambition: — To go to Switzerland to learn German. 
Probable Destination: — To go to Germany to learn French. 
Pet Aversion: — A room-mate who says "Rise and shine at ten to seven 

in the morning. 
Activities: — Library Committee; Choir; Glee Club; Literature Club; 

Current Events. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, House; Volleyball, House. 



Susan Blackburn — "Blackie" Rideau 

London, Ontario. 1954-57 

"Why take life seriously — you'll never get out of it alive." 
Favourite Expression: — "O.K. Tonight- we celebrate!!" 
Favourite Pastime: — Pulling the shower taps apart so they'll work. 
Pet Aversion:— People who shriek "The Marseillaise" 'at 6:52 in the 

morning. 
Activities: — Magazine Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club; Current 

Events; Dramatics. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, School; Volleyball, House. 



Susan Cassels— "Sassels" MacDonald 

Toronto, Ontario. 1955-57 

"Her melodies are sweet, 
(but those unheard are sweeter.") 

Favourite Expression: — "Haven't the foggiest." 

Ambition: — Singing. 

Probable Destination: — Being drowned out by the shower. 

Activities: — Library Committee; Magazine Committee; Choir; Glee Club; 
Literature Club; Current Events. 

Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School; Badmin- 
ton; Tennis. 



Flora Church — "Flo" Montcalm 

Montreal, Quebec. 1954-57 

From ghoulies and ghosties and long-leggedy beasties, 
And things that go bump in the night, 
Good Lord, deliver us! 

Favourite Pastime: — Standing on the corner, watching all the cars go by! 

Pet Aversion: — People who go moseying around at night! 

Activities: — Library Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club; Current 

Events. 
Teams: — Basketball, House; Soccer, House; Volleyball, House. 



Dianna Fowler — "Di" MacDonald 

Montreal, Quebec. 1953-57 

"Hurrying is so ungraceful. Avoid it!" 
Favourite Expression: — "Anybody left?" 
Favourite Pastime: — Playing Spanish, French and Italian records when 

everyone wants the Hit Parade. 
Pet Aversion: — People who call me "Amy" in French class. 
Activities: — Magazine Committee; Choir; Glee Club; Literature Club; 

Current Events; Dramatics. 
Teams: — Basketball, Form; Soccer, House; Volleyball, House. 



Lynne Francis Montcalm 

Village Desbiens, Quebec. 1955-57 

"There there, little girl, don't cry! 
You'll grow bigger by and by!" 

Prototype: — Porky Pig. 

Favourite Pastime: — Blushing. 

Pet Aversion: — 18 year old room-mates who say "You're too young!" 

Activities: — Library Committee; Magazine Committee; Glee Club; 

Literature Club; Current Events; Public Speaking. 
Teams: — Basketball, Form; Soccer, School; Volleyball, House. 
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Judith Perron — "Perry" Rideau 

Village St. Marguerite, Quebec. 1948-57 

"Why be a nuisance when with a little effort you can be impossible?" 
Favourite Expression: — "Alo tout le monde!" 
Prototype: — The mad artist. 
Ambition : — Commercial artist. 
Activities: — Magazine Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club; Current 

Events; Dramatics; Public Speaking VI A; Guides; Ballet. 
Teams: — Soccer, School. 



Bambi Peeves — "Beanie" MacDonald 

Kingston, Ontario. 1951-57 

"This is very midsummer madness." 

Favourite Expression: — "Okay, this time I really mean it." 

Favourite Pastime: — Singing in the shower. 

Probable Destination: — To be on Broadway. 

Activities: — Library Committee; Magazine Committee; Choir; Glee Club; 
Literature Club; Current Events; Dramatics; Crucifer; Form Captain 
VB; 

Teams:— Basketball, School; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School; Bad- 
minton. 



Rideau 
1953-57 



Irma Barbara Schiess — "Budgie" 

San Salvador, El Salvador, Central America. 

"They say all wisemen are dying: 
That's funny, I feel wonderful!" 
Favourite Expression: — "Tomorrow I'M going on a diet." 
Favourite Pastime:— Trying to do today what she didn't do yesterday. 
Pet Aversion:— 'Croc'— walks at 30° below zero! 
Activities:— Library Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club; Current 

Events; Dramatics. 
Teams:— Basketball, House; Soccer, House; Volleyball, School. 



MacDonald 
1953-57 



Sonia Taylor— "Toni" (with an "i") 
Montreal, Quebec. 

"Out of my lean and low ability 
I'll lend you something." 
Favourite Expression: — "Ugh, House Games!!!!!!!!!" 
Prototype : — Poo Bear. 

Pet Aversion:— People who think they can sing. 

Activities:— Library Committee; Glee Club; Literature Club; Current 
hvents. 

Teams:— Basketball, House; Soccer, School; Volleyball, School. 



THE MATRIC FORM REPORT 

'Twas the night lief ore closing; in each Matric room 

There was laughter and singing— so unlike a tomb; 
While Janet and Linda were feasting away 

Flo stuck her head out and we heard her say, 
"Come on in, Jane, the gang is all here." 

Then from out all the doors many heads did 
appear, 
And around the corner came Lai and her brood. 

On Robhs, Black, and Toni, there's plenty of 
food! 
On Iddon, on Holton, on Bambi too! 

On Heather, on Judy and what about Lu ? 
They flowed into the room and gathered around 

And talked of the things for which they're re- 
nowned. 
Remember the spaceship— that flight of all flights, 

And the Hallowe'en we Arabian knights 



Invaded the gym with wild shrieks and howls 
Our faces all black— clothed in striped bathroom 
towels. 

At Faster they heard us sing three "Fairie Songs," 
And the voice of dear Cassels chimed loud in 
the throng. 

Now we're gathered together on this closing eve- 
Whoops! Irma's got into the cake, we perceive. 

All diets forgotten, Noni and Moo 

Demolish the peanuts and gingerale too. 

Liz and Di in harmony keep 

While Biele" snatches five minutes of sleep. 

Tottie's on the bed with a "Who dunit" mystery 
And Lynn is now studying the last page of history. 

A bang on the wall from Miss Morris's room! 
Oh, why must our party be ended so soon? 

When the summer is over you'll be all here next fall 
But this is our good-bye— so, God bless King's 
Hall. 
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School Opened Sept. 12 

Prefects appointed Sept. 14 

Matric Entertainment Sept. 30 

Thanksgiving Weekend Oct. 6 

Tea Dance at B.C.S Oct. 8 

Soccer Team at Stanstead Oct. 13 

Concert in Sherbrooke, Beaux Arts Trio Oct. 23 

B.C.S. soccer team here Oct. 24 

Hallowe'en supper and party Oct. 26 

Stanstead here for soccer Nov. 3 

School 'Formal' Nov. 9 

Remembrance Day Nov. 11 

Canadian National Ballet in Sherbrooke Nov. 15 

Junior Operetta "The Strangers" Nov. 18 

Volleyball against B.C.S Nov. 21 

The Plays at U.B.C Nov. 23 

Miss Sayle's lecture Nov. 24 

Christmas Exams Dec. 1-7 

Carol Service and Nativity Play Dec. 9 

Christmas Holidays Dec. 13 

School re-opened Jan. 9 

Too cold for working, 32-below zero! Jan. 14 

Quarantine for German Measles Jan. 15 

Rev. Mr. Davies' movies of Japan Jan. 21 

VI A Variety Show; a riotous success Jan. 25 

Archbishop Carrington's movies Jan. 27 

Miss Gillard back from Cuba; half holiday Jan. 31 

VI B Variety Show — another success Feb. 8 

Matric Biology "cook-out" Feb. 1G 

Mary Fayre Tremaine's (Mufty) Talk Mar. 16 

VI A play Mar. 17 

T. V.— a BIG EVENT ! ! ! Mar. 23 

Badminton Finals and Red Cross Supper Mar. 24 

Easter Holiday Mar. 27 

VI A's and Matric's visit to Montreal General, Physiotherapy Mar. 29 

School re-opened Apr. 10 

Easter week-end Apr. 20-21 

"Pirates of Penzance" at B.C.S Apr. 26 

VI A attend Sherbrooke Hospital 'Open House' Apr. 27 

Confirmation May 4 

VI A play in Youth Drama Festival May 4 

V A Operetta "The Waxwork Museum" May 5 

Choir in "R.S.C.M." Festal Evensong, St. Peter's Church, Sherbrooke May 11 

June Exams May 28 

The Closing June 7 
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MATRIC ENTERTAINMENT 

On the night of September 30th, the Matries of 
'57 presented their excellent entertainment to the 
rest of the school. Though they had had only two 
weeks in which to plan and arrange their produc- 
tion, they did it extremely well. At seven o'clock 
the curtain rose to show several incidents in the 
life of Compton of 1997— "Forty Years On." The 
programme began with the Compton spaceship of 
1997 on its way to school. Even Freddy was por- 
trayed to make us all feel very much at home. 
The Matries then gave us an imitation of "Nightly 
Peregrinations" followed by a "Nightmare." The 
actress who played the part of the Poor Unfor- 
tunate had the familiar shuddering dream about 
pluses and minuses — something we have all ex- 
perienced at one time or another. "Energetic 
Students In Classes" illustrated what school work 
would be like if taught by television. Next on the 
programme was a song, "Walking Around The 
Gym." This song brought back many a memory 
for all. 

Then came the ordermarks. Miss Gillard and 
the Staff were called up to take their places on 
the stage. Jane dishing read out the names and 
each had to stand for ordermarks received for 
various offences. The minuses were extremely 
clever and gave us all a great deal of enjoyment. 
The entire Matric Form joined in the stirring 
finale — their song "Hello Young Compton." 

The scenery, lighting, and props were most 
effective, and we all think that Liz Napier, the 
director, did a wonderful job. We all give three 
cheers for the Matries of '57 and thank them for 
the memories we have of them and their "Matric 
Entertainment." 

Gillian Bastian, VI A. 



ON WITH THE SHOW! 

How did we survive those gloomy nights during 
the winter term ? By the VI A and VI B variety 
shows, of course! Songs, dances, one-act plays, 
hair-raising tales and skits filled the school with 
merriment during those Friday night entertain- 
ments. Laughter and shouts of ecstasy echoed 
through the halls as the minutes ticked on happily, 
making us forget about quarantine and "Mumps"! 
A warm, friendly feeling settled over the group as 
we all assisted in producing those "wonderful" 
shows. Let's do it again ! 

Susan Cabling and Lorna Murray, VI A. 



VI A AND VI B PLAYS 

This year K.H.C. had the privilege of seeing 
two plays— one by the VI A's and one by the VI 
B's. It was evident from the applause that both 
were much appreciated by the school. 

The VI A's presented J. M. Barrie's'The Old Lady 
Shows her Medals," a one-act play in three scenes. 
The players were well cast; in fact they seemed 
born for their roles. The touching story of Mrs. 
Dowey and her charwomen friends, and of Private 
Kenneth Dowey was unfolded in a charming 
fashion amidst excellent scenery. I am sure there 
was not one dry eye in the hall after the last 
curtain. Those taking part were Mary Jane 
Thompson, Anne Dowie, Diana MacDougall, 
Catherine Harvie, Cynthia Hutchins, and Elise 
Menasche. 

The VI B's presented Oscar Wilde's "The Im- 
portance of Being Ernest," an extremely difficult 
play for young amateurs. The humorous situation 
created by two young men's desire for the name 
Ernest produced many chuckles from a delighted 
audience. The scenery, costumes, and most certainly 
the actors with their well-cultivated "accents" had 
a professional touch. The cast was as follows: Joan 
Cordeau, Diana Ilornig, Ruth Peverley, Elaine 
Audet, Susan Hanson, and Bonnie Penhale. 

I am very sure that the whole school wishes to 
thank Miss MacLennan and the VI A's, and Miss 
Hewson and the VI B's for two very entertaining 
evenings. 

Heather Dewar, VI A. 

P.S. — The producers especially wish to thank 
Gillian Bastian, Heather Dewar, and Pat Archibald 
for the outstandingly good scenery they made for 
the VI A play; Ann Taylor for VI B costumes, and 
Gabrielle de Kuyper and Gale Davis for VI B 
scenery. 



On Saturday, May 4th, the VI A's took their 
play, "The Old Lady Shows her Medals" to the 
Youth Drama, Festival in Sherbrooke. Stanstead, 
Bishop's, and the Princess Elizabeth High School 
of Magog also entered. The evening was a stim- 
ulating one and all contestants profited from the 
constructive criticism of Mrs. Sadler, the adju- 
dicator. The first and second prizes were won by 
Bishop's and the Princess Elizabeth High School 
respectively. 
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THE FRENCH PLAYS 

On Saturday, March 9th, before the Movie, the 
three youngest Forms amazed us by each presenting 
a delightful French play. Several older girls after- 
wards recited some very interesting poems. For 
the benefit of the majority, whose French is not 
exactly fluent, one of the girls read an English 
translation of the poems before they were recited 
in French. The ease with which the actresses per- 
formed their parts and the expression the girls 
put into the poems deeply impressed us all. We 
wish to give our sincere thanks to Madame Landes 
for devoting so much of her spare time to per- 
fecting the plays and the poems. 

Joan Cordeau, VI B. 



"THE STRANGER"— Junior Operetta 

The whole school spent a very enjoyable evening 
in November watching "The Stranger," an operetta 
put on by the Juniors. We had not realized that so 
much musical talent existed among them. The 
songs, which were amazingly well performed, were 
set to a delightful Lawrence Swinyard arrange- 
ment of Schuman music. Each soloist, as well as 
the chorus groups, sang and acted with great skill 
and charm. The scenery and costumes, also, were 
excellently done. The whole production moved 
along swifty to the lively tunes. 

Our thanks and congratulations go to Miss 
Hewson and her cast and assistants for a delight- 
ful performance. 

Catherine Harvie, VI A. 



THE WAXWORK CARNIVAL 

On May 5th "The Waxwork Carnival," an op- 
eretta put on by V A afforded a very pleasant 
evening, in which we saw the more informal side 
of history. 

The costumes were bright and rich and the actors 
portrayed their parts with skill and charm. Alix 
Palk in the leading role, Julius Caesar, sang ex- 
cellently, while Susan Gordon's Mary, Queen of 
Scots, had a proper combination of pathos and 
dignity. Henry VIII (Greer Gardner) and his 
latest love, Boadicea, (Jennifer Woods) were abso- 
lutely hilarious. The historical characters making 
up the chorus sang well and contributed greatly 
to the atmosphere. Thank you V A. 



VISITORS AT KING'S HALL 

This year we have been very fortunate in having 
had a number of interesting speakers visit us here 
at King's Hall. 

In the autumn term, during her Lecture Tour 
with Miss Hasel, Miss Sayle came to Compton and 
we all gathered in the gym to hear her speak. She 
told us that last year four vans of the "Canadian 
Sunday School Caravan Mission" had been un- 
able to go out because of lack of workers. She 
brought with her some very interesting coloured 
slides showing the places that had been visited 
by missionary workers. While Miss Wallace 
worked the slides, Miss Sayle kept up a running 
commentary on the work that had been clone. 

One Sunday evening His Grace, the Archbishop 
of Quebec, presented movies that he himself had 
taken. One, about a visit to the mission on the coast 
of Labrador, was thoroughly enjoyed. The coloured 
pictures of Rome and of England were indeed 
beautiful. We are very grateful to His Grace for 
coming and showing us such wonderful movies — 
films of which he can be justly proud. 

One afternoon at the beginning of the winter 
term, Canon Davis, recently returned from Japan, 
came to tell us about Asia and the lives and thoughts 
of the people who live there. He also told of the 
missionary work being done in those areas. Miss 
Keyzer showed his slides of Japan, including 
pictures of a Japanese wedding, which were most 
interesting. 

In the gym one Saturday, Mary Fayre Tre- 
maine, Head Girl in 1950, gave us a very good 
idea of how to become, as she herself had, an 
Occupational and Physio- therapist, both or either 
one, as you like. It was fascinating to hear all 
about the different kinds of treatments used. Every- 
one was deeply interested. She very kindly arranged 
for some of the older girls to go on a tour of the 
Montreal General Hospital during the Easter 
holidays so that they could see how and where 
this very important work is being carried on. The 
tour was very interesting and will not be easily 
forgotten. 

Altogether we have been extremely fortunate in 
being able to hear these Speakers, and we appre- 
ciate the time and trouble they took in coming to 
King's Hall to give us a better understanding of 
other places and other people. 

Heather Maclaren, VI A. 
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THE CAROL SERVICE 

It was Sunday, December the ninth, the day of 
our Christmas Carol Service. At a quarter to eight 
in the morning the sleeping corridors were wakened 
by the voices of the choir carolling below the 
windows in the bitter December wind. After a 
special "dressing-gown breakfast" the day con- 
tinued as a usual Sunday until rest hour, when the 
VI A's decorated the lounge with spruce boughs and 
paper bells and holly. Above the door they hung a 
monstrous red stocking bulging with toys. 

The evening Carol Service was preceded by a 
Nativity Pageant put on by girls chosen from all 
the Glee Clubs and directed by Miss Hewson. It 
was beautifully done and most moving. Solos were 
sung by Susan Carling as the Virgin Mary, by 
Joanne Millar as a young page, and by Susan 
Cassels as St. Christamas. Selected groups of girls 
sang some lovely ancient carols which we had 
never heard before. We all thank Miss Hewson very 
much for the time and trouble she took to produce 
such an excellent pageant. According to King's 
Hall tradition, the service consisted of carols sung 
by each form, by the Choir, and by the Staff. As 
usual, Mademoiselle Cailteux's French carols were 
much appreciated. 

After the service, the whole school walked to the 
lounge for the party, passing through two rows of 
choir girls singing by candle light. Every year 
the Matrics present Christmas-tree gifts to the 
Staff in a clever and original way. This year, Lucy 
Doueet, acting as a typical mother on Christmas 
Eve, read "The Night Before Christmas" to her 
two noisy children, Ann Iddon and Janet Martin. 
Santa Claus kept his old tradition of entering by 
the chimney. Leslie Kennedy joyfully played this 
part with "little helpers" chosen from Dickens' 
Christmas Carol. These ranged from sweet Tiny 
Tim to old Scrooge himself. Small gifts were pre- 
sented to the Staff and guests. When Miss Gillard 
opened an enormous box her present proved to be 
two lovely green eiderdowns. 

When the bell for "lights-out" rang through the 
corridors, the day had been so full that it was not 
long before "visions of sugar plums" were dancing 
through all heads. 

Cynthia Bailey, VI A. 



THE CHOIR 

This year the Choir managed quite well in spite 
of the fact that many of its most active members 
graduated last June. 

During the first term much of the usual Saturday 
morning practice time was spent rehearsing carols 
for the annual Christmas service. 

This year we consider ourselves very fortunate 
because we are planning to sing in the R.S.C.M. 
Festal Evensong on May 1 lth. Much of our time has 
been spent practising for this, and for the Easter 
service. In the Evensong our anthem is "Lift Thine 
Eyes" and at Easter "Come and Sing Alleluia." 

We should like to thank Miss Macdonald for her 
patience and encouragement. 

Elizabeth Angus, VI A. 



GLEE CLUBS 

Each of the three Glee Clubs meets once a week to 
practise group singing under Miss Hewson's direc- 
tion. The Matrics entertained us by singing "Three 
Little Fairy Songs" at the Red Cross supper. We 
are looking forward to the Operetta that the V A's 
are preparing and to hearing the VI A's sing, "The 
Walrus and the Carpenter." 

The girls all enjoy the Glee Club very much and 
appreciate the time which Miss Hewson spends with 
them each week. 

Elizabeth Angus, VI A. 




THANKSGIVING 

This year Thanksgiving dawned a warm, sunny 
day. The trees outside were at their peak of beau- 
tiful colour and the little church in Compton was 
decorated with crimson, gold, and green boughs. 
The church was also decorated with the fruits of 
the harvest — pumpkins, apples, turnips, carrots, 
beets and sheaves of golden corn. The service was 
beautiful, in the perfect atmosphere for a thanks- 
giving service. The sun shone through the stained 
glass windows, throwing multi-coloured shadows 
on the assembled people. One realized what a 
glorious country we live in, and each one of us had 
a true feeling of thanksgiving in our hearts. 

Diana MacDougall, VI A. 
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THE TEA DANCE 

The crisp October air was broken by the hum 
of voices and the strains of the last dance as 
couples strolled from the door of the B.C.S. gym 
to the waiting buses. Two girls walked briskly 
along the path, their crinolines swishing. 

"What an utterly dreamy dance," one sighed to 
the other. "What's come over B.C.S. ? There was 
practically no battle line this year; and decora- 
tions, no less! The idea of meeting us at the door 
was a stroke of genius." 

"It certainly was. I think Fred (Wanklyn) really 
deserves a pat on the back for making it so suc- 
cessful, though I heard that we put some sug- 
gestions in there too. Isn't the orchestra terrific? 
And weren't those Prep boys adorable, wolf- 
whistling as we came in?" 

"Cute as anything, though the masters didn't 
seem to think so. I think we should mention the 
effective lighting too. But all fooling apart, I don't 
know whether the glory should go to Fred for his 
wonderful organization, to the boys for their co- 
operation, or to the girls for acting a little less 
like sheep — perhaps a bit to each. Anyway it was 
a tea dance to remember, and we thank all con- 
cerned." 

Cynthia Hutchins, VI A. 



THE FORMAL 

Needless to say, this year's "Formal" was a great 
success! The VI A's decorated the Gym very 
cleverly with posters portraying the striking scene 
of a beautiful roof garden. A railing had been 
painted around the room, and many groups and 
couples were realistically silhouetted against the 
brilliant New York skyline. Glittering stars were 
suspended from the ceiling, and many balloons and 
streamers formed a canopy, thus an effect of moon- 
light prevailed. The dining room was effectively 
adorned with posters following the theme used in 
the gym. 

Apart from the actual show of dancing couples, 
always lovely to watch, a little talent from both 
schools was displayed. VI A's gave a few musical 
skits (all excellently performed); and two of the 
boys were called upon to entertain. 

This was our first "Formal" in two years, as 
sickness in both schools caused the cancellation of 
the 1955 dance. We all hope that the years to come 
will give us many more such enjoyable dances. 

Ruth Peverly, VI B. 



RED CROSS NIGHT 

As we had striven to make it, the Red Cross 
Evening was again a great success. After a 
delicious supper, served buffet style in the lounge, 
the display began. As is customary, Miss Gillard 
held up articles from each Form which included 
children's frilly dresses, blouses and nighties; care- 
fully made skirts, coats, slips and slacks; tiny 
knitted suits, sweaters, soakers, booties, and mittens 
for babies; several scrap books filled with gaily 
coloured pictures, fluffy blankets, and soft toys — 
all of which would thrill any child. After the last 
article had been placed in the two large boxes, made 
especially for the Red Cross work, the school 
cheered and clapped applause to Miss Dostie and 
Miss Povey for their patient and skilful help in 
the needlework and to Mrs. Aitken for planning the 
appetizing meal. It was a very happy evening for all. 

Jamey Troop, VI B. 




BALLET IN SHERBROOKE 

On Thursday, November 15th, the National 
Ballet of Canada put on a performance at the 
Granada Theatre in Sherbrooke. Miss Gillard was 
able to get excellent orchestra seats for the lucky 
Matrics and VI A's. Five ballets were presented. 
Les Sylphides, Jeune Pas de Deux, l'Apres-midi 
d'Un Faune, and Pas de Chance were in the classical 
style of ballet, and "Postscript," a modern ballet, 
was in the Jazz idiom. All five were well received 
by the audience as was proved by the many curtain 
calls. We wish to thank the Staff who took us to 
Sherbrooke. I am sure we all thoroughly enjoyed our 
evening with the Canadian National Ballet. 

Heather Dewar, VI A. 



16 



KING'S HALL, CO MPTON 



U.B.C. PLAYS 

On November 23rd, we were taken to Bishop's 
University to see three one-act plays presented 
by the students. This year the plays were "The 
Exodus" written by Professor A. J. Motyer of the 
University Staff; "The Adelphi," a translation of a 
Greek comedy; and "Shall We Join The Ladies," 
by Sir J. M. Barrie. The actors were most enter- 
taining, and excellent costumes and scenery as well 
as lighting added greatly to the enjoyment of the 
plays. 

We would like to thank Miss Gillard and also 
the Staff who accompanied us, for the most enjoy- 



able evening. 



Judith Bignell, VI B. 



VI A LITERATURE CLUB 

VI A Literature Club is held every Thursday 
evening from nine to nine-thirty, when we meet in 
the library with Miss MacLennan. Although Litera- 
ture Club is not compulsory, many VI A's were 
usually present to enjoy a relaxing half hour before 
bed. One of our favourite programmes was reading- 
plays in parts. We all loved Barrie's "Mary Rose." 
We also enjoyed having Miss MacLennan read 
selections from David Copperfield and sometimes 
we listened to recordings of Shakespearean plays. 
We appreciate the Literature Club very much. 

Wendy Maclaren, VI A. 



THE LIBRARY REPORT 

1956-57 has been a very successful year for I lie 
library. Our great project was to mend and cata- 
logue most of the books. With the prospect of a 
"plus" dangling before them, the girls threatened 
with minus totals have been most eager to mend 
as many books as could be scraped together. 

There is one complaint that I have had from all 
members of the committee — being on duty is 
rather dull because not enough girls come to take 
out books. We hope that with the addition of I he 
many new books which Miss Gillard lias given us, 
interest will increase. 

Diana MacDougall took over the management 
of the library during the last term. She has been 
successful in promoting interest by asking the 
girls to give some of their own books to the library. 
I feel sure that next year the library under Diana 
will be most successful. To this year's committee 
I extend my sincere thanks for their keen co- 
operation. 

Lynne Francis, Matric. 



ART REPORT 

Since culture is becoming slowly but surely more 
important in Canada, it is only natural that we 
are being encouraged to exercise any artistic talents 
that we may have. This year no girl could possibly 
have been bored in an Art class, for there were so 
many different things she could do. Even if she 
had no talent for any type of drawing or painting 
she could do leatherwork, clay modelling, potato 
limiting or make papier-mache animals. 

The VI A's did a wonderful job of creating the 
atmosphere of many-mooded New York City on 
scenery for our Formal. They also did some very 
effective scenery for their play, and added a little 
extra cheer to our Easter dinner with several gay 
posters. 

The VI B's enhanced the eeriness of our Hallow- 
e'en witli most realistic murals which were, as 
usual, in the dining room. The scenery for their 
play was very well done. 

The V A's did a beautiful mural tor the Art 
room. 

We discovered during our Easter Holidays that 
we had a budding artist in our midst. Joan 
Howard, V A, won a prize in an international Art 
competition. Joan did not execute the work here, 
but we feel that we may expect great things from 
her in the future. 

Many posters were made by the various Forms 
urging us to get on with our Red Cross work, and 
they were very good reminders when the job began 
to slip our minds. Gale Davis made a very original 
chart to show us how much money we were getting 
in for the advertising for our magazine. Gill Bastian 
made a very clever chart to show where each House 
stood in the advertising competition. 

All the Forms must have been very busy this 
year and also very interested in their work, for one 
could never go into the Art room without seeing 
many new drawings on the walls. 

Miss Dexter was very helpful and gave up much 
of her time for special projects. I am sure that not 
only the girls who took part in the classes, but also 
those who enjoyed the products of many hours in 
the Art room, appreciate Miss Dexter's kindness 
and we take this opportunity to thank her for 
everything. 

Bambi Reeves, Matric. 
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GALE DAVIS, VI B 



PENNY AYRE, V A 
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GILL BASTIAN, VI A 



1. — Imaginative Painting, Dry Brush. 

2. — Fish Design, Pastel. 

3. — Horses, Pen and Ink. 

4. — Story Illustration, Pastel. 

5. — Perspective, Tempera. 




: 4 






DEBBY RANKIN, IV B 




JOAN HOWARD, V A 



IS 
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SPORTS REPORT 

This year every one has taken a keen interest in 
sports thanks to the unfailing help of Miss Keyzer 
and Miss Tieehurst. 

We had an excellent soccer season because the 
weather was good, the health was good, and the 
girls were enthusiastic. Some eases of mumps in 
the winter' term made it impossible to have much 
swimming or outside basketball games. This was 
disappointing, but we hope to have some in the 
summer term. 

We had very keen afternoon House games in 
which the three Houses battled for victory. We 
could not make full use of the skiing facilities at 
Hillcrest this winter because of poor weather con- 
ditions, but the skiing we did have was excellent. 
Special thanks go to all the Stall' who took us. 
The skating was also thoroughly enjoyed by all. 
Mrs. Aitken's music added to the afternoon fun. 

Good sportsmanship was shown in I he badminton 
tournaments, which were played off well, with the 
full co-operation of all participants. There was a 
keen competitive spirit in all (he games. A special 
volleyball game played against Bishop's football 
team was a novelty and great fun. The tennis 
season is now well started and is proving very 
successful. We wish to thank Miss Tieehurst, who 
gave up hei- spare time to give us extra lessons. 
All-in-all we have had an excellent year in sports. 

On behalf of the school we wish to congratulate 

Gillian Bastian, who at the meet in Hamilton, set 

a new record in the sixty yard dash for the Sixteen 

Years and Under Canadian Indoor Championship. 

Anne Holton, Tony Newman. 



SOCCER 

This year we had a long soccer season, and the 
school showed great enthusiasm by turning up 
for all the games on time. There were two teams — 
A and B — made up of girls from VI B, VI A, and 
Matric. The good weather permitted us to play 
home and away games with Stanstead and three 
home games with B.C.S. Both the games with 
Stanstead were extremely exciting. The King's 
Hall goals were scored by Tony Newman and Gill 
Bastian, Team A, and by Cynthia Bailey and Pat 
McFetrick, Team B. 

The game we most looked forward to was the 
one with the B.C.S. Pre]) boys. The boys are 
accomplished players and as usual won, but the 
score showed that we were more evenly matched 
this year than last. The B.C.S. soccer team beat 
us by a large score, but Compton put up a good 
fight. Owing to bad weather we had to meet the 
B.C.S. football team, not in a, soccer game, but in a 
volley-ball game, which we won. "It's an ill wind!" 

Apart from the team games there were inter- 
I louse and inter-Form games in which everyone 
took pari very enthusiastically. One game of 
special interest was played between V A and the 
Juniors, and to the joy of Miss Tieehurst the 
Juniors won. 

Our thanks go to Miss Keyzer, Miss Tieehurst, 
and Mr. Roberts for making this soccer season 
such a successful one. 

The Sports Captains. 
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SENIOR SOCCER TEAM 

Back row: H. Schneider, A. Dowie, A. Hollon, L. Doucet. 
Middle: L. Grier, E. Napier, H. Morris, B. Reeves, 
E. Menasche. 

Front: S. Cassels, A. Iddon, S. Newman, G. Bastian, 
D. Hornig. 




JUNIOR SOCCER TEAM 

Back row: J. Gushing, P. McFetrick, B. Rooney, J. Mitchell, 

S. Kelly. 
Middle: S. Taylor, A. Taylor, D. Duncanson, M. J. Thompson, 

J. Millar. 
Front: S. Hanson, P. Archibald, S. Morris, C. Bailey, 
L. Francis, L. Murray, G. Goodeve. 



SKIING AND SKATING 

The season for skiing and skating was not very 
long, as the snow left early in March. However, 
we managed to fit in several exciting trips to Hill- 
crest. Other skiing events included cross-country 
expeditions which the two Sports Captains so kindly 
led, and, of course, daily outings on the school 
hill. We also spent many fun-packed afternoons on 
the rink where we diligently strove to improve 
our various accomplishments in figure skating. 
Needless to say, we have all enjoyed this season 
of Compton skiing and skating. 

Bonnie Penhale, VI B. 



VOLLEY BALL 

This year we had many exciting volley ball 
games. The season started early, as rain ended the 
soccer in November. Perhaps the most popular 
game was the one played in our gym between the 
King's Hall soccer team and the Bishop's football 
team. To everybody's amazement we won! Early in 
the winter term Miss Keyzer and Miss Ticehurst 
supervised inter-House and inter-Form matches. 
The competition was keen. Many enjoyable Sunday 
evenings were spent up in the gym watching and 
playing volley ball. It has given us great pleasure 
throughout the year. 

Lyn Carter, VI B. 



BASKETBALL 

During the winter term we enjoyed another 
season of basketball. Although most of our games 
were confined to gym class, we managed to play 
some inter-Form matches, in which competition 
was keen. To our great disappointment, we were 
unable to play any other schools, as we were in 
quarantine for most of the term. However, we 
have managed to have a fun-packed basketball 
season this year. 

Shirley Morris, VI B. 
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SENIOR BADMINTON Doubles and Singles 

Bark row: II. Morris, E. Napier. 
Front: E. Wallace. 




JUNIOR BADMINTON Doubles and Singles 

Back row: D. Stewart, S. Scott. 
Front: S. McMaster 



BADMINTON 

Badminton has been extremely popular this 
year with all the girls. There was not one person 
who did not know of the battle which was going on 
for championships. The spirit and energy put into 
all the games, especially the finals, was wonderful. 
For the first time in years the tournament was 
finished before the holidays. 

In the Senior Division, after a well-played and 
extremely close game, the singles championship 
was carried off by Elizabeth Wallace, defeating 
last year's champion, Susan Cassels. In the doubles, 
after another close game, Heather Morris and 
Elizabeth Napier emerged as the winners over 
Anne Dowie and Susan Hanson. The Junior finals 
were equally exciting. Susan McMaster played well 
fo defeat Virginia Price in the singles, while Sally 
Scott and Diana, Stewart won the doubles against 
Cynthia Gordon and Virginia Price. 

Susan Hanson, VI B. 



TENNIS REPORT 

The beginning of the Summer Term launches 
Compl oil's tennis into full swing. Rumours have 
it thai a few of the many enthusiastic players even 
practise on borrowed time-before (he rising bell. 
If such enthusiasm holds out, this year's tourna- 
ments promise to be a great success. And then, of 
course, with such a big helping hand from Miss 
Ticehurst, success is guaranteed. 

Ann Dowie and Bev. Rooney, VI A. 
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Dear Montcalmites, 

As you read this letter you will all he planning 
for the summer ahead, but just for the moment 
let us think over this past year. We have all had 
our "stumbling blocks," but as we remember them 
now they weren't really as bad as they seemed. 

For us this has been a terrific year, and we have 
always been proud to say that those "little darlings" 
in the pale blue ties were on Montcalm! 

In future years when we take out our own pale 
blue ties and our Montcalm pins we shall also have 
taken out the memory of our "fabulous forty- 
eight," and shall smile again. 

We wish you and your Prefects next year and in 
the years to come all the luck and happiness in 
the world. God bless you all. 
With much love, 

Linda and Tottie. 




Dear Rideauites, 

Another year draws to a close in the history of 
the school as well as in the history of our Rideau, 
and now it is time to write our "good-bye" message. 

As we look back on the year we can sincerely 
say that each of you has done her best in con- 
tributing to the inspiring House spirit and to the 
sense of House solidarity. The competition with 
the other Houses has been especially keen but you 
have succeeded in upholding the Rideau standards. 
In both work and sports you have made us more 
than proud to be your Prefects. 

There have been the good times and the bad, as 

always, but in the end it will be only the good 

times you will remember. With these as our parting 

words, we wish you the very best of luck always. 

God bless you all, 

Judy and Janet. 




Dear Mac Donalds 

Another year is drawing to its close and as we 
look back to September '50 and the following 
months, we remember only how pleased we were 
to be your Heads and what a wonderful House 
you are. 

We felt all through the year that you have been 
behind us in doing your best both in sports and 
work. 

To next year's Prefects we wish the best of luck 
and we know that you, MacDonald, will give them 
everything you have in spirit and loyalty. 

To quote Miss Gillard, "Not everyone can win 
the race, but everyone can finish it," and that's 
what you are doing, MacDonald, and we love you 
for it. 

Heather and Lucy. 



we 

'RlDEAlf 
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VI A MISCELLANEOUS COLUMN 

For Rent — One "Bizzy" social charmer to the con- 
tinent of Europe for the .summer. 
Wanted — Pat Archibald for the smuggling of a 

baby alligator, Jeremy Jew, from Florida to 

the precincts of K.H.C. 
Lost — One Cinny Bailey at twelve midnight. Could 

be anywhere within school building. If found, 

please notify frantic room-mate. 
Wanted — A job for a publicity promoter of Tad- 

oussac; apply to Allison Beattie. 
Found. — One letter from B.C.S. addressed to 

Mademoiselle Oarling. Postage due. 
For Rent — Public speaker Adie Cassils, guaranteed 

to speak under all conditions. If not satisfied, 

money refunded. 
For Sale — Collection of fraternity ties — must be 

cleared before summer season. Call Brenda 

Cuthbertson. 
Lost — Heather Dewar among a pile of novels and 

text books. Last seen entering the Crusades. 
Tennis Lessons — at twenty-five cents each by 

qualified expert. Notify Anne Dowie. 
For Sale — One dog-walker, prefers poodles; please 

contact Gail Goodeve. 
Lost — One Cathy Harvie on the road to Rome. 

Speaks only Latin. 
Wanted — One helicopter for weekend trips to 

Bermuda — small enough to land on school 

balcony, notify Cynnie Hutchins. 

Job Wanted — For movie star impersonator; get in 
touch with Sheila Kelly. 

Wanted — Diana MacDougall — for deserting the 
cause of mischief to become a Form captain. 

For Rent — Expert on very latest European styles. 
Just back from (lie Continent and well in- 
formed, contact Honore MacDougall. 

For Sale — One Algebra whiz. Intimately acquainted 
with X and Y. Apply to Miss X +Y Maclaren 

(Heather) 

Found — One daredevil Wendy Maclaren, sus- 
pended from second storey window by one 
finger, thought to be one of the notorious twins. 

Help Wanted — Pat McFetrick locked in phone 
booth — door jammed -strong arms needed for 
rescue work. 

Lost — One acting minister from a Barrie play — 
goes by the name of Elise Menasche\ If found 
return to cast. 

Wanted — An effective powder to cover perpetual 
sunburn. Please call Joanne Millar. 



For Sale — Expert dietician, guarantees success in 

every direction — Jane Mitchell. 
For rent for the summer only— Compton's claim to 

fame — Gill Bastian. 
host— One Florida tan amidst the brown skin girl 

seekers of a neighbouring village — belongs to 

Lorna Murray. 
Found— A stowaway, Sandy Robertson, on the 

"Labrador" bound for the frozen north — navy 

personnel please claim. 
For Sale — One used tennis racquet belonging to 

Bev. Rooney in exchange for lessons from 

L.C.C. 
Job Wanted — For underwater photographer. Has 

had previous experience. Please contact Ann 

Sise. 
Lost — ( >ne pair of glasses in the Balmy Barbadoes— 

now needed for exams. If found, please call 

Janet Taylor. 
Found — One EX-Form captain "showing her 

medals," thought to be Mary Jane Thompson. 
For Rent — One acrobat, specializing in horse and 

rings; please notify .ludi Vivian. 
Wanted — An effective diet to check appetite by 

champion K.H.C. badminton player — Libby 

Wallace. 

Xeeded — One automatic chocolate readier to stave 
off hunger during choir practice — contact Pam 
Wright. 

Lost — One Betty Gray to the Montreal Children's 
Hospital leaving an empty desk in the small 
V] A room — unable to be filled. 

Acquired— A most wonderful Form mistress, Miss 
Keith, to deal with the unruly '57 VI A's. Our 
warmest thanks to her for her patience and 
understanding in bearing with us through thick 
and thin. 
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VI B ROLL CALL 

Setting: The Form Room. 

Elizabeth: I'm Form Captain; it's the second term. 

"Sit down and stop talking." I must be 
firm. 
Dixi: I should have a temper 'cause my hair 

is red 

But I'm cheerful, gay and lively instead. 
Gale : A triangle has how many sides ? 

Oh dear! I find it so hard to decide! 
Heather : What is this meeting all about ? 

That we are orderly, I doubt. 
Lyn: On organization we do not encroach— 

This seems to be a negative approach. 

Ruth: Form Captain from Easter till June 

was I. 

My weight-gaining efforts caused many 
a sigh. 
Bev: Some say I'm lucky because of my curls, 

But, oh! How I envy the slimmer girls! 
Jamey: I dance in oriental style 

Please help me practise for a while. 
Judy H: I think that 'phone call is for me; 

It may be Bishop's — we shall see. 
Penny: Sports Captain in the first term was I; 

For my Form's soccer victory I did 
sigh. 
Jennifer: I'm writing a letter to Uncle Sam 

To tell them at home how go-o-o-d I am! 
Di: I'm Sports Captain — do sit down. 

Don't you dare to make a sound! 

Shirley: The last term I'm Sports Captain for 
the Form. 
'Tween mischief and work I'm often torn. 
Kate: I must keep up my form in dancing 

And for this reason I keep prancing. 
Joan C: Will somebody help me with my Red 
Cross ? 
For what to do I am at a loss. 
Marilyn: Can anyone give me a book to read? 

For this is the kind of enjoyment I need. 
Barbara: I room in a small two-room with Di. 

I was new this year and am still rather 
shy. 
Jareth : But I am not at all new here — 

I've been working at Compton for many 
a year. 
Judy B: I was first term Form Captain and 
worked hard too; 
I room downstairs with Wendy and 
Moo. 



Elaine: I speak French — my name is Elaine. 

I ask not to be termed a "scatter-brain." 

Gabrielle: Because I went abroad last year, 

I find it rather dull back here. 
Cindy: My name's Lucinda, and I am small, 

But how I love to play basketball. 
Daphne: In the Easter hols I went out west, 

Now I'm back — but not to rest. 
Sue: Often in prayers, the piano I play; 

OH Lyn! Come and hear me practise 
today. 
Rosemary: I room away 'way down in the wing 

And all night long I laugh and sing. 
Nancy: With Liz and Penny I cut capers, 

And cram for examination papers. 
Bonnie: Skiing and skating are my best skills, 

And how I love to zoom down the hills. 
Wendy: At night I put my locks in rollers 

After I have brushed my molars. 
Ann: My hands are quick and very nimble 

When I'm working with that thimble. 
Judy P: By the radio I am found, 

But often to the phone I bound. 

Joan: I came to this form at Thanksgiving, 

And find it very pleasant living. 

Mary: On the corridor we're between two Staff 
Jennifer and I JUST like to LAUGH! 

Pat: I may be small; but I'm all there 

With vim and vigor in every hair! 

Sue: My eyes are bad and for things I must 

hunt — 
That's why they moved me up to the 
front (?). 
Altogether: For Miss Hughes we'd like to say — 

Three cheers— HURRAH! HURRAH! 
HURRAY! 
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VA FORM REPORT 

Try your luck in YA's quiz. See if you can be 
a whiz. 

1. 4 ft. 2, eyes of brown 

'bout the .smallest girl in town. 

2. Neat as a pin, not too thin, 

Good at letting something in. (the cat). 

3. Pinned up hair, accent rare, 
Question box full of air. 

4. This girl's a book-worm morning noon and 
night 

Also intelligent and quite bright. 

5. With that dark hair and pixie face, 
Another like her would be hard to trace. 

6. Brown-eyed and short, with brains in her 
head, 

Embarrass her? Never! She turns very red. 

7. She's tall and dark and fond of potatoes, 

She doesn't like soup if it's made with tomatoes. 

8. This gal's a clown with never a frown, 
But like us all, has her up's and down's. 

9. A singer comes from the West, 

By now her name you must have guessed. 

10. Blue eyes a-dancing, blond curls awhirl, 
Who is this happy and hearty young girl ? 

1 1. Guard your partner! Don't let her get the ball! 
This girl will make basketball champions of us 
all. 

12. Horses! Horses! all we hear, 

From morning and till night draws near. 

13. Red hair and freckles, from Montreal, 
Sometimes quite noisy, and really quite tall. 

1 1. Curly hair, full of fun; 

When Rex draws near watch us conic. 
15. Pine-apple she sniffs — It must be excluded!!!! 

Please, Miss Ramsay, may she be excused? 
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16. "La Maison" should be her name, 

First year of French and that's her fame. 

17. The Queen of the Universe in art she stands; 
She's very skilful with her hands. 

18. "Ready for checking", she screams down the 
hall. 

"Music" she yells, on her face a black scowl. 
10. Cha, Cha and Rumba, Mambo and Tango, 
Not only these, can she do Caramba!!! 

20. She's named after a drink; 
Now can't you just think? 

21. Pony-tailed and dimple-cheeked, 
In history she has a good streak. 

22. This wee lass went up a class, 
To join the V A happy mass. 

23. Down where I live anything goes; 
AVhy don't you try it, amigos? 

24. Good at badminton, good at tennis; 
When there is mischief she is a menace! 

25. She and her sister look like twins, 
Alike as a pair of bobby pins. 

20. She likes to imitate hit-parade singers, 

And some of these imitations can be ringers. 

27. She plays centre in soccer, a good one too; 
She loves la tire as all of us do. 

28, Like a guide she's led us all 

When we were depressed and ready to fall. 
She certainly has been wonderful too 
Happy as a. lark all day through. 
20. She helps us in difficulties 
When trouble draws near, 
Keeps us beaming 
All through the year. 
Without her we would be a total loss, 
If she weren't so often encouraging us. 
(See answers on page ?i8) 
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V B FORM REPORT 

This year there are .sixteen girls in VB. They are 
Hope Ilaslam, Marcia Pacaud, Betty Taylor, 
Becky Romano, Margot Parker, Tory Rankin, 
Nancy Nichol, Judy Westwater, Ciay Bell, Martha 
Meagher, Josette Cochand, Francie Bielcr, Sue 
McArthur, Carol Sonne, Chele Robertson, and 
Bonnie Bernier. 

Our Form Captains were Tory Rankin, Judy 
Westwater, and Josette Cochand. The Sports 
Captains were Bonnie Bernier, Sue McArthur, and 
Marcia Pacaud. 

In the Christmas term the VB's joined with 
the IV A' s and I VB's to put on a play called "The 
Stranger." 

In the second term nearly every day there was 
skating or skiing, and some of us went to Hillcrest 
to ski. 

Sugaring was one of the early activities in the 
summer term. Some of us are quite good tennis 
players and some not as good, but we all enjoy it 
very much. 

Miss Ramsay, our Form Mistress this year, has 
helped to make our year as V B's a wonderful one 
which we will never forget. Thank you, Miss 
Ramsay. 

Judy Westwater, V B. 



IV A FORM REPORT 

In 1950-57 our form consisted of eight girls; 
namely, Diane Bignell, Rosita Caridi, Shireen 
Finch, Susan Gardner, Jennifer Giles, Anne 
Harrison, Catherine Stewart and Douglas Trudeau. 
Our Form Captains have been Catherine Stewart, 
Jennifer Giles, and Susan Cardner. 

Our activities during the year were many. At 
our Hallowe'en party we went as a "Croc Walk." 
We had a Christmas play with the IV B's and V B's 
directed by Miss Hewson. Madame Landes helped 
us with all our little French plays and poems. 
There was a Valentine box in our room containing 
valentines for everyone, including our Form Mis- 
tress. Everybody in our form made articles for the 
Red Cross. Once a week we had Scottish Dancing 
in the gym. 

Everyone agrees that we had a congenial group 
and that we have had a happy year. We would 
all like to thank Mrs. Elliott, our Form Mistress, 
for everything she has clone for us. 

Jennifer Giles, IV A. 



IV B FORM REPORT 

In IV B this year there were three of us in the 
first term: Caroline Massey, Debby Rankin and 
Tony Sharp. Barbara Baker joined us at Christ- 
mas. Each of us has been Form Captain for a 
time during the year. 

For the Hallowe'en party, we went as the 
"Three Little Savages." We were all soldiers in 
the play "The Stranger" which was produced by 
Miss Hewson and we also acted in Mme. Landes' 
French plays. 

During the second term we made cards for 
Valentine's Day and put them in a large red post- 
box in our Form Room. One Sunday Miss Gillard 
asked us to tea with the VB's and IVA's. Each of 
us made something for the Red Cross and we 
were all at the Red Cross supper. 

We would like to thank Miss Syme and every- 
one who helped in making this an enjoyable year. 

IV B. 
o 

HOUSEHOLD SCIENCE REPORT 

Under the guidance of Miss Dostie, we again 
spent a very interesting and profitable year. 

The regular classes — taken by all girls from IV B 
to VIB (inclusive) — taught us both sewing and 
cooking. Many beautiful and useful articles of 
clothing were made, including blouses, skirts, 
shorts, shirts, and dresses, as well as knitted 
things. Cooking was, of course, enjoyed by ail- 
especially when every thing went so well that 
sampling proved enticing. 

Evening and week-end sessions supplemented 
the regular classes and made it possible for us to 
produce countless pieces of clothing and other 
articles for the work of the Red Cross. Some of our 
efforts have been held back for our June display. 

Thank you, Miss Dostie, for your interest and 
patience and for the many extra hours that you 
gave us to make our year so successful. 

Ann Taylor, VI B. 



JUNIOR CURRENT EVENTS 

This year Miss Syme kindly devoted her Tuesday 
evenings to enlightening us on the interesting subject 
of current events. We were given clippings from 
newspapers and were shown maps of strategic 
positions all over the world. Needless to say we 
looked forward to our evening sessions. Some- 
times a few would take part in debates on various 
topics; such evenings afforded much enjoyment. 

Ruth Peverley, VI B. 
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AENIGMA VERBALE 




Vestigia— 


-Transversa (Across) 


Vest igia 


I. 


A Famous Roman leader. 


II. 


V. 


The Slaves were not this. 


III. 


VII 


The inhabil ants of a small country near Franee & 


IV. 




Germany. 


V. 


VIII. 


"is, ea - - " 


VI. 


IX. 


It must be obeyed. 


VIII. 


X. 


Anyone. 


IX. 


XIII. 


When I wound someone, I them. 


XI. 


XV. 


An adverb; for a long time. 


XII. 


XVI. 


Preposition meaning the opposite of "after" 


XIV. 


XVII. 


A pronoun ; 2nd person singular. 


XVI. 


XIX. 


As, when 


XVIII. 


XX. 


Now (adverb). 


XXI. 


XXII. 


One who works for another. 


XXIII. 


XXIII. 


" , has, haec." 


XXIV. 


XXV. 


A form of the verb "to give." XXVI Not spelled 


XXVIII 




in this way in "A. D." 


XXIX. 


XXVII. 


"Vox in Deserto." 


XXX. 


XXXII. 


A preposition having two different meanings. 


XXXI. 


XXXIV. 


Present stem of the verb "to give." 


XXXII. 


XXXVI. 


, eadem idem. 


XXXIII 


XXXVII 


Moses was the Israelites' . 


XXXV. 


XXXIX. 


I reject. 


XXXVI 


XL. 


se, sui, , se. 


XXXIX 



Erect a: (Down) 

I hide (transitive form.) 
I go away. 

A sceptre belongs to a . 

You (sg) will injure or harm. 

Third principal part of the verb "to hurl." 

Sardinia and Corsica are these. 

A legion. 

An interrogative adverb. 

isle, iste, . 

a common conjunction. 

Puell - - video (sg) 

A perfect participle. 

Puell - video (pi) 

Hie, haec, — . 

A numerical adjective (fern). 

Prima - - (daybreak). 

They form the physical backbone of Italy (sg). 

I give you (sg) this. 

So. 

Ablative singular of "god." 

Caesar auctoritat habuit. 

to, towards. 
II. ad hort — . 
from. 

.Joan Cordeau and Lyn Carter. 



(See answers on pane //#) 
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CONTRASTS 

Do you like giraffes and zebras? What sort of 
clothes do you admire, a beige sweater and skirt, 
or a black and white striped blouse with a smart 
skirt? Don't people who are gay one moment and 
depressed the next fascinate you ? Have you ever 
looked at an old man minding his grandson ? Have 
you ever seen a glass sky-scraper beside a three 
storey building with an outdoor fire-escape ? Do you 
ever remember having roast beef for dinner and 
rice pudding for dessert? And have you ever 
watched two women walk down the street, one with 
a silver-grey stole and a posh poodle, the other 
wearing a tattered red sweater and accompanied 
by a loyal mutt? If you are aware of all these 
things you like contrasts, and if you like contrasts, 
you'll love Rome! 

London is old and mysterious, New York is gay, 
but Rome . . . Rome haunts you. There, in the 
heart of the city the colosseum stands like a huge 
traffic circle. Its walls are old and crumbling, tier 
on tier, arch on arch. Its benches are of stone, row 
on row, higher and higher. . What a magnificent 
sight it must have been, with shouting crowds and 
shining chariots! Now it is ancient and empty, and 
the shouts of the Romans have changed to the 
whispers of tourists. Round about it, Rome is 
rushing, little black taxis, small green Vespas and 
cumbersome clanking trolley-cars, all hurrying to 
and fro beside the lazy waters of the Tiber. 

There are hundreds of wonderful people in Rome, 
laughing, crying, loving, and hating. A stocky man 
from Missouri chats with a dark, willowy, good 
looking Italian about things that happened 
centuries ago. 

You see the fiercely white monument to Victor 
Emmanuel who liberated Italy, and a- few feet away, 
on a brick wall, in large while letters curses to the 
foreign troops of the last war. The thick high walls, 
that once protected Rome from armies which came 
on foot with swords and shields, would be useless 
against armies that come in planes with bombs. 

In every age there is news to be spread. In the 
old Roman days many a messenger ran along the 
straight and sturdy Appian Way, carrying dis- 
patches from city to city. Now there are the vivid 
news stands displaying magazines from all 
countries, with covers ranging from risque" French 
models to prissy English statesmen. 

Lordly St. Peter's, with its massive dome and 
elegant fountains, stands guard over the city. And 
near by are the dark winding, secret tunnels of the 
persecuted Christians. 



There will always be a Rome, with glistening 
fountains and shadowy gardens, with up-to-date 
schools and colourful cafes, with ancient forums and 
fortresses, and with its people always gay when not 
angry, always singing when not eating, and always 
hopeful even when defeated. 

Ann Iddon, Matric. 



WHAT ROOTS DO 

If you should ever ask anyone what roots are, 
or what they do, you would probably get the 
immediate answer "Roots hold moisture and food 
for plants to live on," or "Roots, especially grass 
roots, keep the topsoil from blowing away and 
leaving only the barren rocks." The dictionary says 
that "a Root is the part of a plant that attaches it 
to the earth and conveys nourishment from the 
soil to the plant." 

However, have you ever asked a school girl 
what a root is and what it does? Well, since I am a 
school girl myself, I shall answer that question. 
Roots are expressions in algebraic questions to make 
us thoroughly confused and agitated. Why, they 
are enough to drive you completely and incurably 
insane — that is, if you don't know how to solve 
them. There are square roots, cube roots, fourth 
roots, fifth roots and so on. I often wonder what 
would happen if someone discovered a question 
containing a fiftieth root, or some fantastic number 
like that? No doubt he would spend the rest of 
his life in a padded cell, tearing up little pieces of 
paper and then trying to glue them back together 
again. 

When you are first acquainted with these roots — 
usually, square roots — they don't seem very diffi- 
cult. However, as you proceed these simple problems 
become much too confusing because somebody 
decided to mix all the roots up. This means that 
instead of being able to solve the problems quickly, 
using only one method, you have to try to think 
of a hundred different rules for each root in the 
question. Finally, several-pencils-and-waste-paper 
baskets-full-of-paper later — and a few hot-headed 
words thrown in— your answer, if it may be labelled 
such, looks so involved and complicated, that in 
a passionate fit of rage you hurl the book across 
the floor and then feel very sorry for yourself. 

This is what roots can do to a poor school girl 
who hasn't the ability to conquer them. The only 
answer I can offer for this problem is "Algebra, 
let the roots be a help to the trees, the flowers and 
the seeds but please leave "us squares" alone!" 

Susan Cassels, Matric. 
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LE RETOUR 

The magnificent hall of the ancient chateau was 
almost empty. Kays of light from the fading sunset 
filtered through the high Gothic windows to cast a 
rosy tinge on the vaulted ceiling. The rich tone and 
colour of several splendid oil paintings blended with 
the rose-tinted arches and columns. 

On an ornate marble bench beneath a stone 
carving of two prancing horses sat a small made- 
moiselle of about five years. In the vast room she 
seemed the size of a mite — a very cross mite at 
that. Curly blonde hair encircled a small pouting 
face, while big black eyes, filled with the awesome 
wrath of an indignant five-year-old, stared furiously 
at myriads of angels and cherubs playing across the 
carved ceiling. The little mademoiselle's frilled or- 
gandy frock was rumpled and dirty. In her chubby 
hands she clutched a wooden doll, which she banged 
against the bench to the rhythm of her swinging 
feet. She seemed alone and abandoned. 

The sun sank lower and lower. 

In the centre of the room, by an exquisite marble 
statue of the goddess Venus, stood a beautiful 
young woman. She was a work of art more beautiful 
than the carvings or the old masterpieces. She 
could be called the painting of "The Expectancy 
of Joy." Black eyes, a delicate nose, rosebud lips, 
and a flawless white complexion were framed by a 
mass of flaming red hair. The faint pulse-beat in 
her slender throat betrayed her excitement as she 
stood poised and waiting. 

The last faint glimmer of the dying sun crept 
slowly up the walls. 

Through the great bronze doors strode a tall, 
well-built young man. His lean face was tanned a 
deep brown and topped by the most amazing blonde 
hair. He wore his charcoal-grey suit with the careless 
grace of one who has a life of ease and comfort, but 
the faint traces of lines across his forehead indi- 
cated that this had not always been so. In his 
brown hands he carried a huge bouquet of white 
roses and a gaily wrapped parcel. 

Suddenly his blue eyes filled with sparkles and 
twinkles and a broad smile broke out on his firm, 
decisive lips. 

With a happy shout he cried, "Maria, my darling, 
and my little Mademoiselle Lucy." 

The young woman with a cry of delight flung 
herself into the arms of her husband. The little 
mademoiselle, all traces of anger gone, ran across 
the room crying, "Papa, Papa." 

Heather Dewar, VI A. 



A GIFT FOR HIS DAUGHTER 

He was very elated — in fact, quite nonsensically 
happy as he swung along the crowded street that 
clear June morning, full of gay exuberance. 

"How could anyone remain dour and downcast 
on such a morning ? Why didn't everyone shout 
for joy?" — as he was very near doing himself! 

For he, as of six days ago, was the father of an 
eight pound baby girl! And Mary was coming 
home with her that very afternoon! He must have 
a special present awaiting them — something Mary 
had not seen — a surprise! 

As he pushed his way through the bustle of 
early morning shoppers, he wondered what he 
could buy. Together, he and Mary had spent 
months in planning the baby's room and wardrobe. 
Surely they had everything that any baby could 
wish for. Then it struck him — the very thing; and 
he walked even faster — marching to the exultant- 
music in his heart. 

He hurried back and forth from room to room 
in the little house. My family is coming home — 
my family is coming home — even his own footsteps 
beat out the glad chorus. Any minute now — and 
then, there they were. Mary and their daughter! 
As soon as he had them settled comfortably in the 
cheery living room, he showed them his surprise — 
something for the baby to wear — a pair of shiny 
rubber boots! 

"Size two, the nurse said she was big and bonny," 
he declared proudly. 

Then he wondered why his pretty wife began to 
cry. He was even more puzzled by her explanation. 

"Because I love you, dear!" 

Ruth Peverley, VI B. 



THE CLOWN 

There is a clown who has a frown, 

And has his face on upside down. 
With a balloon in one hand he laughs, 

And does a handstand. 
It really is a funny thing, 

To see a clown that tries to sing. 
He is small, and squat, and fat, 

And wears the most remarkable hat. 
It has stripes of blue and green, 

And should really never be seen. 
The crowds are laughing, the crowds are sad, 

The clown is leaving and that's too bad. 

Lucy Caridi, V A. 
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DESTINATION HILLCREST 

"There she blows!" someone whispers to you as 
the three o'clock bell clangs in the distance her- 
alding the end of classes. The teacher is swept 
from the room by the mass exodus of VI A. They 
thump along the corridors and up the stairs in 
ski socks, slacks, and sweaters. 

"Bet I beat you down," screams a figure flying 
past as you dash into your room. This time, you 
plan, you will do things systematically. Lay every- 
thing out and go to it from there. Ski boots? 
Check. Tow mitts— mitts? Where? Now think. 
Don't panic. It'll come to you. Oh, yes, someone 
borrowed them yesterday, but who ? You don't 
remember. You must. The cogs turn. Of course! 
You dash into the room across the hall; wreak 
havoc in the drawers and find them on the chair. 
Back to the room. Hat ? Now, it was here a minute 
ago. You turn accusingly towards your roommate, 
"What did you do with my hat? Well someone 
must have it; it's not here now and it was a minute 
ago. You sure? Oh! excusez-moi, here it is, on the 
floor." 

Jacket? Down the hall to the cupboard; not 
there. Down to the opposite end of the corridor. 
You find it in a ball on the floor and dash back to 
the haven to take stock. 

People are all dressed except you and are yelling 
insulting and disturbing things about what will 
happen if you keep the bus waiting. You jam on 
your ski boots, not stopping to lace them. Tie 
your jacket around your neck and jam your 
mitts into your pocket. Lipstick! You nearly for- 
got. Careful now, not enough to be really notice- 
able — remember Niagara peninsula blast furnaces, 
but enough so that there will be no doubt in any- 
one's mind that you have some on. 

All ready? You take a mental note and get 
completely confused. A last and painful look at 
your 'little bit of home' which looks as though 
'Hazel' and 'Edna' had passed through, and you 
tear down to the bus, as fast as anyone can tear 
in loose skiboots, only to discover that Miss Keyzer 
is quite firm about having a coat, which you 
haven't. Up again. You wonder if Hilary felt this 
way climbing Everest. Of course it wasn't quite 
the same, but then you haven't an oxygen mask 
and that should count for something. Down again. 
If you fall over those poles someone has thought- 
fully left in the middle of the hill, just once more — !! 
"Step on it. We've been waiting for you." 
You swallow all nasty remarks and, wishing Miss 
Gillard were there to witness your self control, 



clamber onto the bus, which has conveniently 
parked itself in front of a large snow pile. 

The door slams and the bus roars off with a 
jerk that hurls you onto someone's lap. Apologies 
all around. You weave your way through chattering 
females, speculating on whether or not Bishop's 
has its ski holiday today and if so, who intend, 
if what one hears is true, to crawl under a seat and 
quietly die. 

"Oops, sorry!" You just missed sticking some- 
one's eye with your ski pole. Only two more poles 
to fall over and you wedge yourself, safe but 
bruised, into a back seat. 

The idea of bus sickness crosses your mind as, 
going over a bump, your head comes in contact 
with the roof. 

When you have finally collected your possessions 
around you, done up your ski boots and come to a 
sane and fairly calm state of mind — "The covered 
bridge!" someone yells and the ensuing mad 
scramble is indescribable. The person who invented 
the system of wishing while going under a covered 
bridge should be chopped into little pieces and 
pickled. For the few ignoramuses, allow me to 
give the procedure necessary to assure the ful- 
filling of your wish. With one hand you touch a 
button, with the other the ceiling; both feet must 
be off the floor. You shut your eyes, hold your 
breath and, of course, there must be complete 
silence; unfortunately there are invariably kill-joys 
along who take a cruel delight in breaking into 
"There's a tavern in the town," just as darkness 
closes in. Anyway, most of us don't really be- 
lieve in it, at least that is what- we wish every- 
body to believe. 

Finally the St. Moritz of southern Quebec looms 
ahead. The bus lurches drunkenly to a stop. Your 
heart sinks as you notice that only the Prep boys 
are gracing the slopes today; and with a last pat 
to your hair you climb out into the glorious sun- 
shine. 

Naturally your skis are the last to be unloaded 
and you feel a bit foolish as you slip uncomfortably 
over the ice of the driveway and down to the tow. 
I've got a secret passion for the platter-pull— that 
feeling of just relaxing and letting that little disc 
carry you up— reminds you of riding on a hobby 
horse, anyway — you begin to ascend the perpen- 
dicular cliff, holding on for your life and grimly 
imagining what exactly would happen if you fell 
off— if you have an aversion to heights — I advise 
you strongly not to look back— I have and I did— 
and felt slightly air sick. When you get off at the 
top with several trails branching off and people 
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calling to you to try this one or that, you begin 
to wish there was another platter-pull going down, 
but you summon all your excess bravery which, 
all in all, is just about enough to get you started 
down the Mile Run. You debate whether or not to 
go straight, and in a fit of daring hold your nose, 
close your eyes, and plough. Whoosh! wham! You 
come in contact with a pine which you swear was 
not there when you started. With the resolution to 
keep your eyes open at all costs, this time you push 
off with frantic and uncomfortable snow-plow turns 
from one side of the trail to the other. The end of one 
hill, you notice proudly, and only one mishap as 
you again go into awkward turns. A friend ( ?) 
streaks past in a swirl of snow which blinds you 
and sets you off balance. Swallowing rude remarks 
you pick yourself out of a snow bank, make a 
mental note of the smart-alec and shove off — 

Wheee! round a corner, down, round again— 
wham! as you unwrap yourself (gingerly) from 
around a pine tree you give vent to expressions of 
disgust about patches of ice unmarked by flags or 
something. There should be signs saying "right 
turn," etc. as there are in driving, you decide, as 
three-quarters of you dangles over a cliff. Un- 
daunted, you push on. Took that hill nicely and 
that one too; falling at the bottom doesn't count; 
it's getting down that matters, you contemplate, 
as you progress down the slope, completely pigeon- 
toed, knock-kneed, and a panicky expression on 
your face. With your poles flying. "Will you or 
won't you?" 



Wham! Right through the fence! You knew that 
would happen if you shut your eyes again. Oh, 
well! You grimace as a couple of B.C.S. boys roar 
straight down, and laugh as they pass you. You 
can feel yourself turning a vile colour — up again. 
You'll show them — watch it! 

Wham! You wiggle each part of your anatomy 
separately, starting from the toes and working up. 
When you are assured that the old machine will 
still function, you rise painfully and search for your 
poles, which are scattered over the countryside. 
What, you think viciously, were they trying to 
prove — putting a jump in the middle of the trail 
with no marker! — trying to kill someone? Still 
muttering grimly you manage to make it to the 
end of the trail, exhausted. 

"Only once more," warns Miss FitzGibbon as I 
line up for the platter pull with dark thoughts. 

"Whack," you come in contact with the lodge as 
you come down the hill at the back. Your friends 
break into uncontrolled mirth and though your 
sense of humour is pretty well shot you manage a 
watery smile and, contemplating the destruction of 
the human race, you undo your skis and climb into 
the waiting bus. Someone hands you a hotdog and 
a coke and you realize you are famished. You find 
your seat, and the bus takes off with a roar of the 
exhaust. You lean back, deliciously tired, munching 
your hotdog, and slowly your good humour returns, 
and you admit that, after all, it had been a pretty 
good afternoon. 

Cynthia Htjtchins, VI A. 
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OVER THE TRACKLESS SNOW! 

It was Christmas Eve. The absolute stillness of 
the night was awe-inspiring. A brilliant moon 
stood guard in the fathomless heavens, and each 
star seemed to have dropped a tiny replica of 
itself to dance on the snow. A great fir stood tall 
and majestic, while a slender birch sent its silvery 
spire upwards. 

As I gazed in rapture on this stirring picture of 
serenity, I realized that on such a night had Jesus 
Christ been born in Bethlehem. My soul was moved 
to grateful prayer by the beauty of the scene 
before me. 

As I looked, each tiny branch of the huge fir 
tree began to move. It was as though a thousand 
angels fanned the great King of the Forest. A 
barely perceptible sound of singing floated on the 
air from the town. It was Christmas Day. 

Ruth Peverley, VI B. 
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A JOY FOREVER 

The ocean is a thing of beauty. It has many 
moods — each one beautiful in its own way. When it 
is calm and placid the sea is like glass, reflecting 
the sky and clouds, the trees which line the shores 
of headlands and islands, and perhaps the mast 
of a boat or the flight of a bird. The water is colour- 
less, and the reproduction of a picture in it is truly 
wonderful. 

But when a storm comes up and the strong 
winds start to whip and whistle, the ocean begins 
to darken with the sky until it is an angry grey, 
covered with large whitecaps chasing each other 
in a mad rush over a dark, wavy sea. Where are 
these waves going, and why ? When they reach 
land they will just dash themselves against rocky 
shores and sandy beaches, thundering as they 
crash and break into white froth, only to disappear. 
Wave after wave follows to its death after one mad 
gallop across turbulent waters. 

Under the surface, however, are clear green 
depths. Unsolved mysteries lie on the unknown 
bottom, often too far below the surface to glimpse. 
How green and sharply transparent are these 
waters, which hold many odd creatures from the 
warmth of the sun. But oh, how blue the sea is 
from above on a bright summer day as small 
gusts and breezes blow merrily over its bright 
dazzling surface, rippling and waving the water as 
they whisk by on their happy journey! 

These moods of the ocean are vastly different, 
and yet each one is remembered for its own par- 
ticular beauty, which is indeed "a joy forever." 
Wendy Maclaken, VI A. 



FACES 

The other day I met an old school friend of 
mine, whom I had not seen for years. I was only 
passing through the town of Innsbruck and, as I 
had four vacant hours before my plane left, we 
decided to have tea together in a nearby rest- 
aurant. School day memories floated into our minds. 
Then we remembered our first day at boarding 
school. We were both just eight, and it was our 
first time away from our parents. We were trying 
to get our first glance at Vevey's teachers when 
in She walked. Her head was held high, her back 
straight, and her legs stiff; she wore glasses on 
the end of her nose. She turned around, remsved 
her spectacles, and surveyed the class. Silence 



reigned. Then she smiled. A warm feeling surged 
in the little pitter-pattering hearts. What a diff- 
erence that smile had made. 

Another summer we had worked together' in an 
under-privileged camp. On the clay the campers 
arrived we went to the station to meet them. 
Thin, ill looking children descended from the train. 
They were chewing gum and were carrying little 
suitcases and paper bags for their clothes, and 
stacks of comics. Their faces were white from the 
lack of sun, their eyes told a story of poverty and 
unhappiness, and their little mouths quivered as 
if they were going to cry. These children had come 
away from the turmoil of the city to spend a health- 
ful vacation in the country. Immediately after they 
had settled down I noticed that their cheeks were 
rosy and that merriment was reflected in their 
eyes. One night at a camp tire I noticed Ephe gazing 
into the flames. She was a girl from Greece. Now 
her eyes were expressing the love, security, and 
happiness she felt here at camp. 

Another year we were going to visit an old 
school friend. We were standing in the station when 
I noticed a tall, good-looking, well dressed European 
walk by. His face was bard, just as if he had gone 
through many difficult years. Someone told me 
that a train of Italians was due any minute. I 
watched the immigrants as they came off the es- 
calators. There was one woman who especially 
drew my attention. She was a fragile little woman 
dressed in black. When she was off the escalator she 
stood still and pivoted on her foot searching for a 
familiar face. Her eyes passed over everyone. Would 
he be there? Would he look I he same? Would she 
recognize him? Her eyes portrayed all these 
questions— and then 1 saw I he tall, good-looking 
Italian run towards her. Mis eyes were filled with 
tears; he threw his arms around her and embraced 
her. How happy they looked together. Maybe it 
was jusl my imagination but when the woman 
started talking to the Italian, her face already 
expressed a, tranquility which it had not shown 
before. 

My, the time Hew! My afternoon was over and 
I had to get back to the airport. As I was sitting 
in (lie T.C.A. plane, 1 thought how life had changed 
the face of that friend. She was no longer a care- 
free school girl but a mother, a woman of the 
world. 

Some people always notice other people's shoes, 
hats, and hands but I notice faces. To me every 
single face has a. story behind it— a life. 

Lucy Doucet, Matric. 
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SEVENTEEN PROMISES 

The day was a bleak one. The half-snow, half- 
sleet of mid-January pelted down, making it im- 
possible to see more than five feet ahead. Out of 
this storm came a voice calling "All aboard!" Old 
friends sadly parted, with promises of returning 
again in the near future. 

The trans-continental pulled out, but just as it 
did, the station office received an urgent wire from 
further east along the line saying that the storm 
had turned into the worst blizzard they had ever 
seen. Therefore, the station-master was to hold all 
trains. On receiving this message the telegraph 
operator rushed desperately to the teletype machine 
and frantically started pounding out the message 
which he was destined to repeat over and over 
again that fateful night. The train's communication 
had suddenly and mysteriously been cut off and 
that train, the trans-continental, was heading right 
into the storm. 

As the train sped through the night, the engineer 
was becoming more and more troubled. Was he 
imagining things, or was the storm really getting 
worse ? Why couldn't he get through to the station ? 
What had gone wrong ? The evening passed and 
the passengers one by one went to bed thinking 
they would have a good sound sleep and be ready 
for the next day. For some there would be no next 
day. 

At about two in the morning the trans-con- 
tinental roared through the little town of Cap 
Rouge. The engineer was suddenly put on the 
double alert by what he thought was a train whistle. 
He decided, however, that it was just the wind 
and said nervously, "This storm is getting on my 
nerves; I was sure I heard " 

His hands froze on the controls; his mind went 
blank in sudden terror, for there, coming down the 
tracks with its headlights knifing the darkness, was 
the west-bound train. The engineer, panic-stricken, 
grabbed the brake and jammed it on, but to no 
avail. 

There followed a piercing shriek and a horrible, 
sickening crunch made by the two trains being 
crumpled together like accordians. Then all was 
deathly silent. 

When the rescue crew arrived they found all 
but three of the twenty-seven cars overturned. 
On some of the overturned cars the wheels were 
still slowly revolving. Splintered glass lay all 
around, and the twisted and crushed cars were 
the picture of utter destruction. After five weari- 



some, heartbreaking days the wreckage was finally 
cleared from the tracks. 

I suppose you read about it in the newspapers. 
It was in the headlines all over the country. Seven- 
teen people were killed and fifty-six were injured. 
My friend was on that train. Her promise of return- 
ing will never be kept — her promise, along with 



those of sixteen others. 



Susan Hanson, VI B. 



SISTERLY THOUGHTFULNESS 

Every day for several weeks on my way to and 
from school I had noticed a small, ragged girl 
standing outside a certain colourful toy-shop 
window, staring at the toys with a very inquisitive 
look on her face. A couple of times I had been 
tempted to ask her what she was looking at, but 
something else must always have taken my atten- 
tion, because I never did. This kept up for so long 
that my curiosity was aroused and I decided to 
look in the window and see for myself what was so 
fascinating. I stood in front of the window and 
searched every corner, but I could not see anything 
that would interest a little girl — even a little ragged 
one. After all, why would girls be interested in 
cars, fire-trucks, blocks, or toy boats? I could 
not understand it, and resolved once more to ask 
the child, the very next time I had the chance. . At 
lunch time the next day I passed the window, and 
there she was, as usual. 

I walked up to her casually and said, "Hello, 
what are you looking at?" 

She looked up, her small face bright with antici- 
pation, and asked, "What are those things over 
there?" 

I looked where she pointed, but could see nothing 
except some blocks with odd pictures on them. 

"The pictures, you mean?" I asked. 

"No, no, the things they're on." 

I finally took her inside and asked her to show 
me. Immediately she brought me to where the 
blocks were and after some time I came to the 
conclusion that she had never seen blocks before 
in her life. Out of pity, and eagerness to see what 
she would do, I bought her some. 

After receiving them she looked at me with all 
the gratitude that her eight years could command 
and said, "Thank you so much. Now Timmy will 
have something to play with." 

Then she ran out of the toy-shop, and I haven't 

seen her since. It goes to show what some sisters 

will do for their little brothers— what others would 

never dream of doing. T TT TT , 

Judy House, V A. 
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THE SUNSET 

The scene below me in the tiny bay 
Was like a picture in an artist's dream. 
The sun above sent out a sparkling ray 
Of light that filtered thro' the silver stream, 
Down to its rocky bed. 

The sky was brilliant scarlet streaked with light, 
And far below it danced the sea; 
The sea-gulls cried out clear in flight, 
As all things do when they are free, 
Silhouetted against the flaming red. 

The crimson sea and white-capped waves 

Were dancing, far below. 

The soft grey rocks that formed the caves 

With sunset were aglow. 

And night came on with slow and even tread. 

As I looked down at the cove so small 

Surrounded by mountains high and grey, 

And the cool surf striking its rocky wall, 

And the red sun heralding the end of day, 

I thought of approaching night with dread. 

Sandra Robertson, VI A. 



BIOLOGY WALK AND PICNIC 

By Brer Rabbit 

This essay I have dedicated to the rabbit world 
and especially to those poor rabbits who are con- 
stantly suffering the humiliation of being awakened 
from a nap or disturbed during a meal by the 
yelling, screeching, and clatter of a winter Biology 
walk. Now a summer walk I don't mind, but when 
the beautiful peace and tranquility of the woods in 
winter is turned into havoc by these specimen- 
seekers, it really is too much for us rabbits to 
bear. They poke their noses into our burrows, they 
walk on our paths with their big feet, and they 
stare at us through enormous, big, black glasses. 
We rabbits aren't the only ones to suffer. On a 
certain walk last Saturday, they so completely con- 
fused Miss Sparrow by twittering at her and calling 
her everything from a Blue Jay to a Canada ( loose 
that she packed up her bags and migrated south. 
I must admit, though, not all Biology walks are 
completely destructive. There was one particular 
walk that changed my attitude towards them. 

It was a beautiful, moderately warm, sunny day 
in the middle of February and, as on every sunny 
day like this, I was sound asleep beside my burrow 
enjoying the stillness of the woods and soaking in 
the lovely warmth of the sun. Suddenly I was 
awakened by the high-pitched voice of someone 
shrieking, "Look out Cy, the toboggan's going to—!" 

A horrible crash shook the ground, followed bv 



a snicker and silence. When I had finally managed 
to unwind myself from around the root in front of 
my burrow, I peaked through the bushes. There, 
almost on top of me was a toboggan tipped over 
on its side with about twelve frantic girls running 
around trying to recover all the pots and food 
scattered on the ground. One of them stood watch- 
ing the others and tapping her foot. She had a 
box around her neck which played music and, 
because I was so fascinated by it, I decided to 
down all fear and follow the walk. Keeping at a 
safe distance, I hopped behind the procession in 
time to the music. 

We walked and walked until finally the one 
carrying the music box yelled, "One, two, three, 
ha-a-a-1-l-t. At-t-t-e-e-n-n-tion. We will eat here. 
Scatter and collect some fire wood while I make 
camp." 

Everyone scattered and came back with piles 
of twigs and logs and dumped them into a hole in 
the ground. I really don't think I've ever witnessed 
such a painful meal in all my life. The stuff that 
they ate was beyond anything imaginable. At one 
point the frying pan was filled with steak, bacon, 
grease, sticks, and eggs that looked as though 
they had been hit with a sledgehammer. 

When the meal was over, and all orange peels 
and paper had been picked up, they all departed 
into the woods. I don't know exactly what happened 
after that because I decided to stay around and 
sample the food. Suddenly my eye caught sight of 
the music box sitting on a. coat in the snow. I 
don't know how I did it but when my nose pushed 
a knob the music started to play. I had a wonder- 
ful lime nibbling at bits of bacon and cookie and 
listening to the box playing. An hour passed and 
I heard them all returning. Jumping up I hid my- 
self in the bushes to see what would happen. 

Some one said, "But Miss Wallace I did turn it 

off. I really don't see ." 

I decided it was time to go. As I hopped away I 
felt terribly sad that it was all over. Even though 
these people had queer habits, I really had ben- 
efited from the experience. 
Biology walks can be fun! 

Susan Blackburn, Matric. 
SPRINGTIME 
Tulips in the garden fair 
Flowers growing everywhere. 
Daisies blooming by the stream, 
Daffodils shining in full gleam, 
And on the lips of those who sing 
The joyous melody of spring. 

Jennifer Woods, V A. 
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MIDNIGHT SKI JAUNT 

Late one night a jalopy came to a stop outside 
our back door. Pat jumped out, ran up the steps, 
and called me. 

"Say, Judy, do you want to come skiing?" 

"I'd love to, Pat. What time to-morrow, and 
where do we meet?" 

"No, dill, not to-morrow; now!" 

"In the dark?" I cried. 

"No, no! Torch skiing at Cochand's." 

Before I knew what was happening I was in 
the jalopy and off on a jaunt which was like a 
ride in a washing-machine. I escaped with nothing 
more than a bruised heel and a fearful distrust of 
jalopies. After a great scuffle in the dark we man- 
aged to get our skis on and find our way across a 
frozen lake to a ski-tow, which was in even more 
terrifying darkness than the lake had been. It was 
impossible to see the bumps and dips, but by 
hanging on as if my life depended on it I got to 
the top — on my feet. There, on the top of the 
mountain was a small log cabin, warm and snug. 
Lights shone through the frosted windows and 
smoke curled lazily from the chimney. Inside, 
people sat around rough wooden tables, ski boots 
dried in rows on the rafters, and flames licked 
hungrily at the pine logs in the fireplace. A bronzed 
man struggled in, carrying a girl like a sack of 
potatoes. He laughed as he put her among the 
boots on the rafters. After taking a look at the 
astonished faces he explained that the girl had no 
skis, but had insisted on joining the fun. He had 
carried her up. 

There was a great deal of confusion in the small 
cabin. A steady stream of newcomers shouted 
greetings to their friends; a group of hefty men 
were trying to move a long table to the centre 
of the crowded room amid frenzied shouts of protest 
and instructions; while a troop of singers, "Les 
Joyeux Troubadours," had started a French-Cana- 
dian sing-song, which was rising above the din. 
Into this came our hostess, carrying a steaming 
bowl of fondu. The cheers she received stunned 
the others to silence. 

One of the organizers stepped in to tell the non- 
Swiss how to eat the famous dish. 

"Spear a crust with a fork like so," he said, "then 
dip it into the fondu. Pop it into your mouth 
steaming hot, then snap your mouth on it quickly. 
It's the only way to keep from burning your 
mouths." 



He demonstrated, and amid shouts of laughter 
raced to the basin to douse his head in the water! 
When he had collected his dignity and wiped his 
face he came back to continue his instructions. 

"Don't drop the bread in the fondu unless you 
came with a pretty girl. The penalty for messing 
the fondu is — you have to kiss your partner! And 
by the way, fellows, if you came alone you have 
permission to kiss any girl in the room!" 

Then the fun began. How many tongues were 
burned and how many crusts were dropped no one 
knows. Ruddy faces glowed and eyes sparkled. 

At midnight the hoots came down from the 
rafters and people crowded out into the starry 
night. Skis were adjusted, torches lit, and the line 
of skiers started in a slow, winding procession down 
the slope. From the Chalet guests watched the 
flaming line of torches twist and turn like a writh- 
ing serpent casting an eerie light into the sky. 
At the bottom of the hill the torches were planted 
in the snow banks to light the way back across the 
lake. 

Back in the jalopy I paid little attention to 
the bumps and jolts. My ears still rang with the 
sound of laughter and I smiled to myself as I 
thought of the skiless girls' hectic ride down the 
hill on the backs of the racing skiers. 

Judith Perron, Matric. 



A LAKE ON AN AUGUST EVENING 

The evening is still warm, although the blis- 
tering afternoon sun has fallen some hours ago into 
her pink and mauve bed of cotton clouds. The 
refreshingly cool waters of the lake silently lap 
over the beach of pebbles and glistening sand, 
while the reflection of the queenly moon forms a 
silvered pathway dancing across the lake. With 
their dangling arms, the graceful willow-trees that 
stand on guard around the lake, dab at the water. 

The perpetual rhythm of the cricket's song in 
the summer night is sometimes interrupted by the 
lordly croak of a giant bull frog somewhere in the 
surrounding woods. Out of the trees comes the 
whooping eerie hoot of an owl, as he leisurely 
wings through the web of branches, searching the 
ground for prey. Here, by the lake this August 
evening, everything is naturally beautiful and 
restful — free from the incessant din and the arti- 
ficiality of the city life. This is life in its most 
wonderful form. 

Jamey Troop, VI B. 
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CANADIAN IMPRESSIONS 

The sweet smell of apple blossoms; 
A forest of trilliums; 
Spring-freed streams, full and sparkling; 
The thick amber of maple syrup; 
The dewy scent of new green grass; 
The first robin redbreast. 

Prickly pine needles beneath bare feet; 

The lazy drone of a June bug on a sultry August day ; 

Cool shade under a bower of tall oaks; 

Hot noonday sun on your back. 

The acrid smell of burning leaves; 

School-house bells sounding over the crimson and 

gold countryside; 
The full harvest moon on All Hallow's Eve. 

Pale sunlight on sparkly snow; 

A black tree etched against an azure sky; 

Clear spring-water chuckling through deep snow; 

Church bells echoing through crisp, cold air; 

The welcoming glow of a hearth-fire. 

Diana MacDougall, VI A. 



THE GREAT MOMENT 

Oh what a joy to be alive and young! The night 
air was full of excitement from the jostling crowd as 
thirteen-year-old Bob's eyes, wide and sparkling, 
took in the scene before him. It was his second 
time at the "Yearly Carnival," and again he was 
rilled with the thrill of the carnival as he had been 
the year before. He headed towards the Switch- 
back, his favourite ride, his stomach somer- 
saulting in anticipation of the twisting and lashing 
ride. Bob sauntered down the mid-way, his hands 
in his pockets, clinking the money he had saved 
especially for this particular ride. Under his arm 
was hitched a black and white panda bear, which 
he had surprisingly won at the shooting gallery. 
But now he had forgotten his past experience with 
the panda, and his thoughts lingered on his ride 
and the lights and the people around him. 

To the left and light of him, stand after stand of 
shooting galleries, bingo games, "Who's Who," 
"Shoot-a-Penny," "Try Your Luck" competed 
for the passer-by's attention. A raucous voice rose 
above the roar. "Can you guess ages? Come and 
try your luck; win a couple of dollars! Try your 
luck* folks!" 



A little boy ran into Bob, his face plastered with 
sticky pink candy floss. He was crying, and Bob 
wondered if he was sick of candy or if he had lost 
his mother. Before he could look back, the little 
figure had melted into the crowd. 

To the left of the gates rose the giant wheel, 
larger than the boy's thoughts had ever imagined. 
Splashes of yellow, green and blue betrayed the 
whereabouts of the giant switchback, as it dipped 
and swooped over the smooth snake-like rails. The 
colours seemed to swerve in time to the hollow but 
cheerful plunking of the hurdy-gurdy music which 
hung over the whole excited area. The screams of 
the people mingled with the other wonderfully 
thrilling sounds. Bob had a deep urge growing with- 
in him to hurry to the Switchback. It seemed to 
draw him on, regardless of the hesitant fear that 
mounted in the hollow of his stomach. He reached 
the ride, bought a ticket, waited with chills going 
up his spine and clutched his panda more closely. 
He was on at last ! 

The cars crept forward as if feeling ahead slowly 
and cautiously. Bob hung on, waiting for the ex- 
pected. Suddenly alive and moving, the cars jerked 
into full speed and swooped out towards the black 
night. The cars twisted over, under, and around, 
and pitched up and down in anger like a beast 
shaking itself free of a heavy load. Bob's stomach 
heaved then lurched into loops as it tried to follow 
the patterns of movement. As the cars jerked and 
tossed from side to side, Bob's body was flung 
against one side, then the other. Going up-grade 
the cars strained and groaned in agony until the 
top was reached. Then like wild beasts let loose 
they jumped, realized their freedom, and flew, 
falling ever downward as a stone plunges to earth. 
Bob felt left behind; he had lost his breath away 
back somewhere and had not regained it. His 
stomach seemed to be trying its hardest to get 
free through his throat but not quite succeeding. 
The bottom was reached at last after what seemed 
to be an eternity. Gradually the cars levelled off 
as if they had had enough of the mad ride. 

The ride had ended! Bob caught his breath and 
almost staggered off the cars, but his unknown fear 
had gone, and his face wore a blissful smile. He 
would save again for this pleasure ride when it 
would return again next year in all its splendour 
and ferocity. Meanwhile he was satisfied as he 
wandered off and disappeared into the crowd which 
closed in around him. 

Gill Bastian, VI A. 
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SAMMY 

The large black and white sign was posted in 
restaurants, grocery stores, movie theatres, depart- 
ment stores, and buses. There was no mistaking 
the plain, black words, "All Public Schools are 
Open to Negro Children, By Federal Law." 

The small coloured boy, Sammy, walked hes- 
itantly down the street, and halted uncertainly 
before turning the corner, to cast one last look at 
his mother who stood framed in the doorway of 
the plain house. 

A frown clouded the round, usually smiling face 
of the plump laundress as her small son disappeared 
from sight. She hoped that all would go well on his 
first day at school. The other women at the laun- 
dry had warned her not to send him, but she had 
been determined that he should get the education 
she lacked. The schools for white children were so 
much better; the children at the school for negroes 
were cruel and dirty. She had written a note in her 
best English and hoped it would explain things 
properly. 

Sammy pattered along self-consciously among 
the business men hurrying for the early buses. He 
was extremely conscious of his new red blazer with 
the bright braid. It had been terribly expensive, 
he knew — so expensive that his mother had broken 
the piggy bank. A small bow tie was fastened 
snappily to the collar of his clean, if somewhat 
worn, white shirt. The small black hand thai 
clutched the shiny yellow lunch box was clammy 
with fear. He didn't really want to go to school. 

Sammy disengaged himself from the tide of 
traffic and moved timidly into the bus line. The 
crowd pushed urgently forward as the bus jolted to 
a stop. Sammy was jostled this way and that and in 
his haste he scrambled aboard the bus, dropping 
the bright yellow lunchbox into the gutter. The 
doors slammed shut leaving behind the all-im- 
portant peanut butter sandwiches and apple. 

Sammy wiggled his way to where the driver sat 
and timidly inquired, "How much?" 

The bus driver beamed benignly, rather pa- 
tronizingly and replied, "Ten cents, sonny." 

Sammy fished in his pocket and field out the 
shiny quarter his mother had given him. "Is it 
enough?" he stammered. 

"Just put in in the slot, and I'll give you the 
change," laughed the conductor remembering his 
own small boy. He inspected Sammy's new blazer. 
"You going to school, son ?" he questioned. 

"Yes, sir," replied Sammy, staring at the friendly 



man, "for the first time," he added as an after- 
thought. 

"Didn't your mother give you any lunch?" 
queried the driver as the bus swooped around a 
corner. 

"I lost it getting on the bus," stated Sammy 

sadly. 

"Well now, son, we'll just have to do some- 
thing about that," the driver said as he handed 
Sammy his own lunch in a battered paper bag. 

"Gee!" breathed the boy wonderingly. 

The bus driver's grin grew wider and wider as 
Sammy's pink lips gradually curled around his 
white teeth, and his eyes crinkled slightly at the 
corners. 

"What school are you going to?" asked the 
driver conversationally as he eased the bus in and 
out of the traffic. His eyebrows rose suddenly when 
the boy mentioned a small public school in a 
sedate residential area, where "Blacks" were not 
being accepted. The driver drove on in silence, 
wishing he could tell the little boy to go back 
home and forget about the school . . "Here you are, 
son," he said kindly as he pulled into a tree-lined 
curb. "Good-bye and good luck." 

Sammy stepped out onto the curb uncertainly 
and slood waving until the bus disappeared from 
sight. He then turned and walked slowly toward 
the red brick building where throngs of small 
children milled in a large, well equipped play- 
ground — some finding the new experience thrilling 
and adventuresome, others clutching at their 
mothers, tearfully begging to be taken home; but 
all the children were white. Sammy stood on the 
edge of the playground, gathering up his courage. 
He gulped several times; then headed resolutely for 
the nearest door. How he wished his mother had 
come! Silence descended suddenly on the noisy 
crowd as Sammy entered the play-ground; eyes 
lowered to the ground as the small figure headed 
determinedly towards the building. Sammy sudden- 
ly broke into a run, and headed for the nearest 
door. Small girls in fluffy pink dresses sobbed 
loudly, complaining about going to school with 
coloured children; small boys with clean faces and 
neatly brushed hair began to plan their campaign 
of war against the outsider. 

Sammy stood breathless inside the heavy door, 
wondering what would happen next. 

Miss Lambreth walked heavily down the hall, 
her grey hair waved and curled perfectly, her aging 
face without colour or interest, her matronly 
black dress immaculately clean, her sensible black 
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oxfords extremely shiny. She halted abruptly and 
stood staring near-sightedly at the black figure 
cringing behind the fire-extinguisher. She sniffed 
indignantly and then recovered herself enough to 
snap, "Come out at once." 

Sammy crept slowly from behind the extinguisher 
to stand before her, his eyes on the floor. 

"Well, what have you got to say ?" she demanded 
harshly. "Well, speak up. What have you got to 
say ?" 

Sammy fished hurriedly in his pocket for the 
note, flustered by the unaccustomed tone, and 
handed it cautiously to Miss Lambreth. 

"Umph," snorted Miss Lambreth as she read the 
poorly written note on cheap stationery. "Yon 
can't stay here, go home," she commanded harshly 
as she printed in large red letters on the bottom 
of the letter — "No coloured children accepted." 

Judi Vivian, VI A. 



EL VOLCAN de FUEGO 

En Guatemala hay muchos volcanes, pero el que 
es mas notable y mas conocido es el Volcan de 
Fuego. Hace miles de anos que este volcan erupta, 
echando fuego y lava de su boca. 

Los Indios Mayas que vivi'an en Guatemala 
temian el volcan y crefan que cuando eruptaba, y 
fuego salia de su boca, un dios estaba enojado y 
veni'a a castigarlos. 

Luego vinieron los conquistadores espanoles a la 
America Central. Ellos vinieron a Guatemala a 
reclamar tierra en nombre de la Reina de Espana y 
conquistar a los Indios. Los Kspanoles fundaron a 
Antigua, vieja capital de Guatemala, al pie del 
Volcan de Fuego. 

Durante muchos anos el volcan parecia dormido. 
De repente hubo un terremoto; las casas se cay- 
eron; la boca del volcan se abrio otra vez, y lava 
comenzo a caer por sus lados. Fuego y humo salian 
al cielo. La gente no tenia a donde ir — solamente 
a las iglesias a rogarle a Dios que les sal vase la vida. 
Pero aun las iglesias fueron destruidas y mucha 
gente murio. 

Hoy dia Antigua todavia esta al pie del volcan. 
Hoy se quedan las ruinas de esos dias. El volcan 
todavia continiia levantandose encima de la cindad, 
echando fuego, lava y humo de vez en cuando. 
Pero, desde ese ultimo gran terremoto no ha habido 
ningun otro igual, por suerte. 

Ann Smith, V A. 



IS IT DEAD? 

It often reminds me of a rainy day, of muddy 
puddles and of unhappy people who slosh down the 
street in very wet shoes. In this case, I see my very 
best, most expensive coat lying dirty and com- 
pletely ruined in a large puddle! But on the other 
hand, my thoughts might turn to a cloudy day by 
the sea-shore. I notice that there is an angry storm 
brewing, and as I fly around, a little unsure of 
myself, I see on one side a huge nine-headed 
monster preparing to eat me up at the first chance, 
and on the other side I see a vast gloomy sea, 
whose waves reach up as if to grasp me and pull 
me down with them! If I am in a good mood, my 
thoughts will turn to a bright sunny day; I hud 
myself riding through the woods; my horse stumbles 
into a pit and we stagger off through the brambles; 
then suddenly there looms before us a giant 
shadow. What is it ? It is breathing hot fire that 
singes my eyebrows! Why, it's a dragon of course! 

Oh yes! There are many forms of chivalry and I 
have just shown some extreme conditions under 
which this act was exercised during past centuries. 
I heave many a wistful sigh when I recall that 
beautiful act of chivalry in Queen PHlizaheth's time; 
even if Sir Walter did lose a good cloak, I'm sure it 
was well worth it! Then we go back very far to 
the days when guys wore flying sandals to save 
their gals from nine-headed sea monsters. How 
lucky Andromeda was that Perseus didn't prefer 
the sea monster. The most romantic kind of 
chivalry, I think, was in King Arthur's time. In 
those days, knights in shining armour fought the 
fiercest of dragons to save their fair damsels — how- 
very chivalrous of them! 

But — is chivalry dead today ? Certainly men 
don't throw their coats in puddles for their ladies; 
nor do guys wear flying sandals to save their gals 
from ferocious beasts; nor do knights kill fire- 
breathing monsters for beautiful maidens in dis- 
tress. Even so, chivalry is not dead now. How 
wonderful it is when the young man honks to let 
his girl know he's ready to take her to the movie! 
How wonderful it is when he reaches over and 
takes the door off his "hot-rod" to let her in! 
Well, yes; she did stumble down the steps alone, 
and she did fall flat on her face only to be laughed 
at; and she did have to put the door back herself. 
But really, it's the little things that count — isn't 
it? 

Elizabeth Napier, Matric. 
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MURDER POINT 

The canoes swept into the cove against the falling 
tide, all the Indians paddling strongly in perfect 
rhythm. The sea was its usual evening calm, the 
sunset a lovely orange-red; everything was serene 
and quiet. The Indians beached their canoes and 
settled down for the night. 

Suddenly the lookout's keen eyes sighted a lone 
schooner drifting nearer and nearer them from 
behind the evergreen islands, her sails hanging 
like limp rags. He kept a strict watch on her all 
night as she lay anchored beneath the moon, but 
no one on board stirred. With the first pale streaks 
of dawn, however, a tender was lowered and all 
but the cabin-boy got in to go ashore. They were 
desperately in need of water. More than a week 
before this a storm had separated them from the 
rest of the fishing fleet, and this was their first 
contact with land. They had not trusted themselves 
to the dark, though, and were only now setting out 
for land. 

The Indians lay low. As the tender scraped onto 
the beach and the men began to haul her up, they 
leapt into sight. They split the air with terrible 
war whoops, and their knives and spears gleamed 
pale in the early daylight. The fishermen, although 
they fought bravely, hadn't a chance. The Indians 
easily overpowered them and without any more 
ado proceeded to scalp them. 

The cabin boy, horrified and nauseated, grabbed 
a knife and began to hack desperately at the anchor 
rope, hoping that the savages would not see him. 
Harder and harder he cut, trying with all his 
strength to make the rope split. Slowly it began to 
give, but out of the corner of his eye he could see 
a canoe putting out from shore. With an anguished 
gasp he dashed aft and began hauling on the main 
halyards. Finally he got the mainsail up, and be- 
gan to cut the anchor-rope again. Fresh fear gave 
him fresh strength and he managed to sever the 
rope at last. Rushing aft again he grabbed the 
wheel and the boat slowly drifted toward the 
opening of the cove on the falling tide. 

Unfortunately there was no wind. As he looked 
back he could see the expressionless faces of the 
Indians, who were closing the gap between them- 
selves and his vessel. He hurriedly turned around 
again, his heart pounding furiously, but his veins 
surged with a new hope for he saw the water 
faintly rippling with a light breeze. As the Indians' 
canoe drew closser and closer, the breeze became 
stronger and stronger! Soon he was sailing out of 
the cove with heart-felt relief. The Indians, turning 
back in defeat, still did not change their expression- 



less faces. The cabin boy turned away from them 
for the last time. Later on he managed to find the 
remainder of the fishing fleet and thus survived. 
The story has lived on for more than two hundred 
years and that is how my grandfather's property, 
situated on the south shore of Nova Scotia, came to 
be called "Murder Point," 

Heather Maclaren, VI A. 

PETER'S HOMECOMING 

The day had unmistakably arrived. After an 
extensive absence of nearly fifteen days, due to 
the fracture of a certain tiresome collar-bone, Peter 
was actually arriving home. 

He was compelled to leave home quite frequently 
as a result of unfavourable health. Each time he 
was missed with more sincerity, for each time he 
was expected never to recover. 

This occasion had proved to be of a similar 
nature, and only yesterday a reassuring message 
from the doctor had brought the news that Peter 
had regained perfect health. 

For the moment, all activities were centred 
around Peter's homecoming; every last thing was 
being done to make him feel welcome. 

In the kitchen, the cook was busily preparing 
Peter's favourite supper, while a blazing fire was 
being lit in the drawing room, and an elegant new 
blue blanket was being laid with care on Peter's 
bed. 

Very few minutes remained before his estimated 
arrival, and all were watching out the window, 
excitedly awaiting the taxi which was to bring him 
home. 

Suddenly, the shrill voice of eight-year-old Jane 
was heard as she exclaimed, "There he is! I see 
the car! It's him, Mummy! It is!" 

"Yes you're right, Jane!" returned her mother, 
showing an equal amount of excitement, 

"I bet he's pleased to be home and out of that 
old hospital," shrieked ten-year-old Michael as he, 
together with his mother and sister, raced to the 
door and opened it, 

"Oh, Peter! You've changed — you look so much 
better!" chorused the two children, as they watched 
their mother gather Peter fondly up in her arms! 

"Yes, Peter, you do look well, and you should 
see the supper you're going to have tonight!" 

Peter's watery eyes gazed devotedly up at his 
proud family, and he showed his love and appre- 
ciation in the only way he could— by a vigorous 
wagging of his short, stubby, golden tail, and a 
contented, "WOOF." 

Lyn Carter, VI B. 
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TO CATCH A THIEF 

A lanky young boy stood leaning against a black 
lamp-post, lighting a cigarette; then nonchalantly 
tossed the match to the ground. He glanced freely 
about him. His flashing blue eyes challenged any- 
one to remark that he was much too young to 
be smoking. Terry wanted to be thought far older 
than his years — at least that was his act, but at 
heart he was a normal, fun-loving boy of twelve. 
In most cases, as in this one, a child's behaviour 
is the result of his life at home. There was little 
or no love in the Grim family, and any that did 
exist was not shared with Terry. He had given up 
minding the little stings that were hurled at him 
from day to day. He had never expressed his 
feelings openly to anyone and had never been 
inspired with the remotest desire to do so. 

At the moment this story starts he was indulging 
in some very deep, serious thinking. The bright shiny 
vision of a toy model car filled his carrot-topped 
head. The car was being displayed on the counter 
of the Toy Chest store, and Terry had set his heart 
on it. His thoughts were all in favour of trying to 
get it, for there was nothing to lose and everything 
to gain. Besides, there was no one to let down at 
home — at least no one that would care. After stamp- 
ing out the cigarette he had not enjoyed at all, he 
turned and swung freely around the post, then 
slowly walked down the dirty, littered street, 
kicking a pebble before him. The pebble shot like 
a bullet against a brick Avail; then fell to the side- 
walk and rolled to a dead stop. Impulsively Terry 
walked towards the Toy Chest, pushing all restrain- 
ing thoughts out of his mind. The store was de- 
serted, except for a small, hunched little man 
working intently in the rear. He looked up casually 
as the familiar ring of the entry bell resounded 
through the tiny shop. 

"Hi, Mr. Jordan," grinned Terry sheepishly. 
"Don't bother about me, I'll look around, O.K.?" 

"Fine, Terry, m'boy. You just do as you like, and 
let me know when something appeals to your eye," 
answered the old man. 

"Yeh," murmured Terry, with his eyes fixed on 
the pale blue model. 

The tension mounted within him as he tried to 
force himself to reach for his trophy. Unable to do 
so he stepped back hesitantly and in so doing 
knocked over a display of wooden blocks. Startled 
by the sudden crash he lunged at the toy, grappled 
for it over the counter, then turned and darted 
through the door. Also startled by the clatter, Mr. 



Jordan looked up just in time to see Terry's red 
head fly past the big shop window. 

The old man looked towards the display counter 
and saw the vacant spot glaring up at him. Limping 
hurriedly to the door and almost dragging his 
wooden leg after him, he cried hoarsely, "Stop 
thief!" and pointed towards the fleeing figure about 
to cross the busy intersection. 

With these two words he had launched a mob 
stampede. Terry, on hearing the cry, slackened his 
pace to look over his shoulder. Filled with the 
terrifying sight of the pursuing mob, he turned and 
broke into a blind run. The blood throbbed in his 
ears; tears sprang to his eyes and streamed down 
his dirt-smudged face; fear clutched his heart, and 
he ran as if he never intended to stop. Shopkeepers, 
sensing confusion, peered through open doorways. 
He ran through alleys, across streets, between cars, 
and through stores and crowds, but still the mob 
ran close at his heels. As he rushed past the big 
food market one of the clerks lunged out at him. 
Terry dodged beyond his reach, but went crashing 
into a large crate of oranges, falling headlong onto 
the sidewalk and crushing the toy car still clutched 
in his arms. 

The blood poured from an open gash on his fore- 
head, as he looked up sobbing into the eyes of 
about twenty strangers hovering above him. 

"Give him air," demanded the hoarse voice of 
Mr. Jordan, who had just arrived on the scene. 
Hearing the cold command the crowd moved aside 
slightly, allowing the old man a clear sight of the 
boy. The terrified gleam in the eyes of the young 
thief was enough of itself to drain the anger from 
the shopkeeper's heart. 

"Now, off with you, you bunch of busy-bodies!" 
he ordered the mob. "This is my thief and I intend 
to try him myself," he added, turning to help the 
boy. 

"I'm sorry I did this to you, boy," Avhispered 
the old man. "We all learn by our mistakes," he 
added, "so I guess we'll both be better for it all." 

Terry nodded in consent, and the two limped 
down the street arm in arm, leaving the mob 
bewildered on the corner. 

Anne Dowie, VI A. 
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MY FRIEND THE LAWNMOWER 

I have always said, and still say, that lawn- 
mowers will be the death of me! Every summer 
throughout my whole life these ugly monsters have 
appeared on the scene to haunt and torture me 
until the blessed first snow-fall of autumn. For 
instance, every normal person — and I take the 
liberty of including myself — welcomes that extra 
hour or so of sleep on a warm Sunday morning in 
July or August. For the past couple of summers, 
however, I have been rudely jarred from this 
peaceful state of heaven by the thunderous roar of 
our power lawnmower. My first reaction is to 
rush to the window and turn off this infernal racket 
by lung and vocal effort, but after numerous failures 
I have given up attempting it. My second reaction 
is to shut the window; third, to pull the curtains 
shut; and fourth, to bury my head in the pillow. 
By this time I realize that my friend the lawn- 
mower has won again and I climb slowly out of 
my cosy bed — on the wrong side. 

Another favourite lawnmower of mine is the 
light-to-push, ultra-modern type found at every 
summer cottage. This gem is sheer heaven to ((it- 
erate, especially on a damp morning in mid-July. 
Upon my first attempts to move this, I always 
think that it could not have been oiled for the last 
ten years. How could anyone neglect such a work of 
art, I ask myself, while ruining my eyes in a futile 
attempt to locate an oil duct. Then, somehow, the 
oil around the wheels always manages to end up 
around the handle, no matter how careful I try to 
be. As I inch my way along the path towards the 
garden, I listen to the rhythmic "clunk — scr-r- 
rape, cluck— sere— e— ech, clunk" of the lawnmower, 
and watch fascinated as the blades gently brush 
the soggy grass. The going is a bit easier now and 
I begin to day-dream, when suddenly, without 
any warning, my friend stops and its handle meets 
my already aching abdomen with a smack! When 
able to breathe once again I decide to (urn around 
and inspect my work. 

"Oh, no, it can't be!" I wail, while slowly sinking 
to the ground. 

There before me are two neat wheel (racks deeply 
imprinted on the lawn, with distinct fool, marks 
in between! 

As for the power mower, I really have some talent 
for directing it around the lawn; my only trouble 
is in getting this prize started. I eventually manage 
it after about the ninety-ninth heave on the rope, 
a bruised posterior, and a multitude of cuts on my 
oily, grease-covered hands. I hear a splutter, then 



a great roar, and then we're off! Down the lawn, 
dragging me after it, goes this spirited beast, It 
mows all the grass before it as well as any un- 
fortunate flower situated too near the edge of the 
bed. Ah, isn't life wonderful! Oh, oh, finished? 
Xow where is that button? 

"Look out for the hedge," someone shouts, but 
too late. There is a terrific crash, a growl from the 
lawnmower, a moan from me, then dreadful silence. 
The results of this sad tale are the following: 
missing — one Chinese urn and one month's allow- 
ance. However, my friend the lawnmower lives on, 
and will live, I feel certain, to mow the daisies 
over me. Linda Grier, Matric. 




ODE TO THE TAN THAT WOULD 
NOT COME 

Why is it ? I sit each day, 
And with my sun reflector stay, 
While all the others tennis play, 
And yet I can not get if. 

Why is it ? I still am white, 
Though every day I'm in the light, 
And do not wash when comes the night, 
And yet I can not get it. 

AVhy is it ? The creams I use, 
The bottles of it 1 must, lose, 
When pouring on me all these goos, 
And yet I can not get it. 

Why do they laugh 

At my epitaph, 

Which states: 

"She got, it?" 

Anonymous. 
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THE STRANGER 

It was Christmas Eve. The snow fell lazily to 
the ground covering every hole and crevice of the 
half-lit street. The shimmering icicles, large ones, 
fat ones, little ones, hanging fearlessly from roofs 
and windows, sparkled like the Grand Cham's 
diamond when the light of a passing car shone on 
them. 

Out of a dark passage came a small figure. It was 
a young girl, no older than ten, dressed in ragged 
clothes which had known previous owners. Down 
the street and around the corner she walked, as 
if she had nowhere to go and as if she were dazed. 
She wandered through the little streets and back 
alleys and finally came to Imperial Avenue. She kept 
on walking, faster and faster, staring fixedly into 
space. Suddenly something caught her eye, for she 
stopped, look around her on all sides. 

The windows of "Mayar," the city's finest store, 
were magnificently decorated to commemorate 
Christmas. Jolly Santas, airy reindeer, and solemn 
shepherds bobbed back and forth on their electric 
springs. People passing by would stop and comment 
on the decorations. The small girl wandered up to 
one of these windows gazing at it with awe and 
wonder. How the Christmas tree sparkled with 
the many coloured baubles and the lights and 
the little ornaments hanging from its branches! At 
its base stood a brown teddy-bear — oh, how large 
he was! and dolls and balls and toys. The little 
girl had never seen so many toys! 

"Oh Mother Mary," she prayed silently, "how 
I wish that I could have just one of those toys in 
the window. Maybe the big brown teddy-bear!" 

The people disappeared one by one, each going 
his separate way, but the child still stood by the 
window, never taking her eyes off the big teddy- 
bear. The snow began to fall more heavily. Oh, how 
she wanted that teddy-bear. 

Suddenly a tall gentleman tapped her on the 
shoulder. He was the most extraordinary man she 
had ever seen! He had long black hair and a pair 
of friendly blue eyes under heavy lashes. His black 
moustache was curled at the ends hiding his upper 
lip almost completely. And his clothes! Imagine a 
man wearing a red and white striped coat in the 
middle of winter! 

After regarding him for a good two minutes, the 
girl clutched her shawl more firmly around her 
shoulders and began to step away. 

"Don't be afraid," said the stranger in a friendly 
voice. "I am not going to eat you up!" 



The girl relaxed, but her eyes were watchful of 
his every movement. 

"What is your name ?" asked the stranger. 

The girl didn't answer. 

"Come, come," said the stranger, "you can tell 
me your name." 

"Trina," she finally blurted out. 

"A pretty name. Trina. Catrina." 

It must have been the kindly manner of the 
stranger which gave her confidence, for when he 
asked her if she shouldn't be at home, Trina 
answered that her mother was sick and that she 
couldn't stay home. She also told him, when he 
asked her what she was looking at in the window, 
that she wished she could own the big brown 
teddy-bear. 

The stranger thought for a moment, and then said, 
"If you had one wish granted to you, would you 
wish that you owned that teddy-bear?" 

"Oh, yes!" she replied heartily and then added in 
a sad tone, "but my mother is sick and could not 
get it for me. I love Mamma. I wish that she could 
get well soon." She paused, thought, and then said, 
"No, on second thought, I wish that my mother 
could get well soon; that is, if I could make a 
wish." 

The Spirit of Christmas looked at her fixedly. He 
seemed to grow taller and taller, and the red 
stripes on his suit became brighter and brighter. 

"You are a good girl, Catrina," he said at last. 
Go home now and maybe one of your wishes will 
be granted." 

He began to disappear slowly. Trina told her 
children, when she was an old lady, that she was 
positive she had heard the stranger whisper as he 
disappeared, "Or both!" 

The big bell at the cathedral was striking mid- 
night as Trina walked into the dark cellar which 
was her home. 

"Trina," a voice spoke out, "is that you?" 

"Why Mother, you're up!" shouted Trina, rim- 
ing into her mother's arms. 

"Yes, dear, I feel fine now. I feel as if I had 
never been sick at all." 

Trina looked around the room. Then she saw it. 
The big brown teddy-bear was now standing by 
the door, as if he had just walked in. She ran over 
to him and hugged him hard, crying and laughing 
at the same time. "The Stranger!" she whispered. 

Her mother looked at her oddly, but could say 
nothing. 

Elise MenaschS, VI A. 
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MISSING 

The roaring wind was icy; the blinding snow fell 
thicker and thicker by the hour; in the distance the 
howl of hungry wolves mingled with the howl of 
the wind. Three men pushed wearily on into the 
darkness of Baffin Island; not a word was uttered. 
The muffled plodding of three pairs of snowshoes 
was the only sound besides the wailing of the wind 
and the wolves. The men walked in single file, the 
last one pulling a sled heavily laden with sticks 
and rugs and a few cans of food. With the help of 
bright torches each man scanned the blanket of 
snow surrounding him. Not a tree, not a rock, not 
a hill could be seen through the obscurity of the 
blizzard. 

"Stop!" came the stern command of the leader. 
The two men behind sat down on the sleigh. They 
were utterly exhausted. 

"This is useless," shivered Bob, one of the seated 
men. 

He was of average height, nearing his fifties. 
His face was frostbitten and his eyes revealed a 
look of desperate anxiety. Bob had an only child, 
Peter, seven years old. He and his wife Margaret had 
devoted their lives to each other and to the boy. 
At this moment, however, it was nine chances to 
one that they had no son at all. Peter, with his 
nonchalant air, had wandered around the wilds of 
Baffin Island with his little friend David Kennedy 
and had not been seen for ten hours. The man 
beside Bob on the sled was David's father, Jim. 
Jim patted Bob's shoulder in attempted encourage- 
ment. He was larger than his friend, but about 
the same age. David was Jim's eldest child, and 
secretly more dear to him than the three girls. It 
was three hours since the two fathers had called 
up tfe search party. 

"Fate has been against us from the start," Jim 
said as he rubbed his frozen hands. "Do you think 
the search party can possibly get to the 'Beaver' 
on time ? Search party or not, though, we'll keep 
going till we find them." 

"What do you think, Guide?" Bob's numb 
fingers fumbled awkwardly with the sleigh's rope. 

The guide knew his job. When people got lost in 
a January storm in the wilds of Baffin Island, it 
was not often that they were seen alive again. 
Efficiently he strung a last thread in the broken 
snowshoe. 

"Well," he began slowly, "we mustn't give up 
now that we've come so far. If we head north-east 
we get to Les Bois de la Riviere. They have gone 
that way for shelter. All set?" 



Sixteen hours later the sun shone brightly on 
three men plodding across a barren blanket of glar- 
ing white snow. Not a tree, not a rock, not a hill 
could be seen against the blue horizon. The only 
signs of life besides were two boys tumbling after 
the three weary but thankful men. 

Cynthia Bailey, VI A. 




NIGHT LIFE AT K.H.C. 

After all the Staff turn in 

Then my night life does begin; 

Down the wing you hear a creak, 

Then a patter of little feet. 

Someone stealthily opens a door 

And a creak is heard from the boards in the floor. 

Another door opens down the hall, 

And then a stern voice is heard to call, 

"Who is that out of her bed ? 

You heard me — Yes, that's what I said." 

I'm caught, f 'm doomed, but what can I do, 

Order marks Saturday mean night life is through. 

DlANNE HORNIG, VI B. 
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THE FLIGHT INTO THE UNKNOWN 

The stillness of the velvet night 
Drapes like a mantle about the plight 
Of man's frustrations and his cares, 
Giving him a chance to see how he fares. 

His life is like a stretch of uneven sand — 
Soft to the touch but deceiving to the hand. 
It disappears into the irregular darkness 
With future footsteps unknown to our progress. 

A troubled, restless sea will be 
Man's worries in the future. 
It contemplates in furrows deep 
And thus builds up his virtue. 

Above the endless spread of sea 
A pale moon slips across the way, 
Shedding its pity in tears of silver 
Back on the ever-agitated bay. 

The blackness about is an eternity — 
A void that calls the hidden heart of thee. 
Its emptiness plunges deep beyond 
Where man's imagination is fond 

Of wandering, mystified by life. 
For flown now are the cares of the day 
From this melting dream of darkened clay 
By which we are pleasantly closed in. 

Mary Jane Thompson, VI A. 



A STATUESQUE STALLION 

It was dusk. Looking into the far-off hills I 
saw the outline of a lovely stallion silhouetted 
against the darkening sky. He stood like a king, 
on to]) of that mountain, his mane quivering in 
the breeze like wind-tossed grass. His nostrils flared; 
he pawed the ground; and, lifting his head to the 
sky, he whinnied for all the world to hear his 
desolate call. Then, he waited — waited patiently— 
and dropped his head in sadness, for no one heard 
this lone, wild horse and no one heeded his cry. 
Alas! The empty hills picked up his call and 
hurled it back again. 

Lyn Carter, VI B 



I have a beard, but I am not a goat, 
I have ears but I cannot hear. 

What am I ? 

Answer: A cob of corn. 

Lucy Caridi, V A. 



JOEY KNIGHT 

Joev Knight was a good-looking lad of nine 
years. He was tall for his age and gave the appear- 
ance of being healthy and well-cared for. His face 
was round, with cheeks and button nose nutmegged 
with freckles. A mass of golden curls covered his 
head; his pale blue eyes twinkled beneath fair, 
bushy eyebrows; his mouth was always curled in 
a smile, making his chubby little face beam. Perhaps 
he was such a good-looking lad because of the hours 
he spent in the cool, fresh air on the snow-covered 
slopes practising his ski-racing. 

Two years ago Mr. Knight, his Dad, had been 
posted abroad. Joey loved his Dad dearly and wept 
bitterly at the time of his departure. 

Mr. Knight's last words to Joey were, "Don't 
cry, son. I'll be home for your tenth birthday." 

Now Joey's father would be home in a week's 
time. This was the reason Joey was so excited for 
his coming birthday. 

On the day of his birthday, the big ski-meet of 
the season was to be held at the Sunshine Slope, 
just outside the Village. Joey had been elected 
captain of the Junior Ski Team from the village 
school. More than twenty different schools were to 
take part. Joey had practised every afternoon for 
a solid week. He had practised extra hard so that 
his Daddy would be proud of him. 

Finally the night before his birthday came, and 
there had been no word from Mr. Knight. The 
room was quiet that evening as Joey and his 
mother ate supper at the kitchen table. 

Joey broke the silence. "Mother, how come we 
haven't received any news from Daddy?" 

Fear gripped his mother's heart. She felt faint. 
This was the question she had prayed Joey would 
not ask, especially before his birthday. 



'Shall 



nun 



she thought. "Tell him that 



I received word yesterday that he was missing and 
presumed dead in (lie plane crash over the Atlantic. 
Should I?" Her dark eyes became blurred with 
teai's. "I've got to tell him before someone else 
does no I'll wait." 

"Ah-h-h dear, I was just wondering the same 
thing. Now run along and do your homework so 
that you won't have any for the week-end. I'll 
do the dishes and will be in to see you later," she 
said nervously. 

Joey wandered slowly from the kitchen and on 
the way to his room he picked up the evening 
paper. The headlines read "MISSING." Joey read 
the item hurriedly. All of a sudden he gasped. 
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There it was written in black and white- the name 
of his father among the people who were believed 
to be lost in the plane crash. 

"Mother! Mother! Mother!" he cried hysterically. 
Warm tears welled in his eyes anil trickled down 
his cheeks. "Look," he sobbed running blindly to 
his mother, pointing to the night's paper. 

His mother turned to him, unable to meet his 
eyes and in a soft tone explained to the shaking 
little figure in her arms why she had not told him 
before. But no words of kindness nor of encourage- 
ment soothed Joey's cries. 

"We shall pray together tonight, my pet, that 
Daddy wasn't, among the dead. We shall see if 
our prayers have been answered when the sun 
sets tomorrow," his mother whispered as she kissed 
his hot forehead and tucked him into lied. 

Joey l'ose early the next morning. The ski-meet 
began at nine o'clock. His mother prepared a large 
warm breakfast for him, but Joey wasn't hungry; 
he didn't even want to go to the ski-meet. 

Joey looked like a real little sportsman that 
morning as his mother watched him disappear in 
the distance down the ribbon-like trail towards 
Sunshine Hill. Joey felt lonely. When he arrived 
at the slope there were so many people around that 
it took him a good hour to get his team assembled. 

"First race will be the Junior downhill on the 
slope 27," rang over the loud-speaker. 

The race was soon started. Joey's heart beat 
faster and faster as he sped down the slope. His 
competitors were not far behind him; in fact, he 
was neck and neck with one of them. 

"First, Joe Knight number one; second, Mike 
Smith number eighteen; and third, Fred Jones 
number seventy-five," called out the man in a 
black outfit seated beside the finish line. 

Joey did well in the races that day, but there 
was always something missing in his heart. He 
did not feel excited or enthusiastic when his number 
was called out first. 

It was late in the afternoon when the ski-meet 
finally came to an end. All the members of Joey's 
team met their parents and collected together in 
the Sunshine Ski Club to hear the results of the 
big day. There Joey sat exhausted beside his best 
friend Dave Ross and Dave's parents. The prizes 
were given out in a hurried fashion, but nothing 
was said about Joey's team. 

At the end, the ski-pro said excitedly, "Now at 
this time it is my pleasure to present the silver 
trophy to the person who has achieved the highest 



number of points during the day. I've seen this 
lad practising day after day on these slopes and 
I feel he certainly deserves this trophy." The ski- 
pro paused. 

Joey was almost asleep he was so tired. 

"Of all the six hundred youngsters and grown- 
ups here today, Joey Knight is our winner. Would 
his parents please come up with him so that we 
can take their picture?" 

Cheers filled the room. Joey felt sick. 

"Come on, Joey, I'll go up with you," Dave 
said proudly. Come on now, the ski-pro is waiting 
for you. 

Dave was such a kind-hearted fellow. His face 
beamed at the honour of sitting beside the cham- 
pion. 

Joey couldn't even see where he was going, for 
warm tears filled his eyes. All he could feel was the 
clutch of his best friend's hand in his. He smiled 
shyly when it came to the time of the presentation. 
Cameras flashed from all sides. His only words 
over the mike were "Thank you." He didn't hear 
the people's shouts and whistles of joy. 

It was dark when Joey started home along the 
ski-trail with the heavy silver trophy under his 
arm. Soon he was able to see the lights of his home 
sparkling like bright diamonds in the blackness 
of the night. A few stars twinkled overhead, and 
the golden moon shone a path of light for Joey. 

"I wonder if my prayers have been answered," 
thought Joey. The idea made him speed up his 
pace. He finally arrived home. Climbing the wooden 
stairs, he heard his mother's voice. 

"Is it you, Joey?" she asked 

"Yes, Mums," he answered yawning. 

Joe}'' looked up to the top of the stairs, and there 
in the doorway stood his father. 

"Daddy, it's you," he burst out. Joey mounted 
the stairs faster than he had ever done before. "I 
thought you were dead, oh, Daddy," he sobbed, 
but this time happily. 

"Of course not, Sport. I had to make it for your 
tenth birthday party, dead or alive. Remember, a 
promise is a promise," his father explained. 

"That's quite a trophy you have there, son. 
Champion Skier 1956," his Dad read. "I'm mighty 
proud of you." 

The house was lit with happiness that night. It- 
was wonderful to have the whole family seated 
around the table for supper, and to have that- 
extra special man around the house once again. 

Joanne Millar, VI A. 
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THE IMPORTANT JOURNEY 

From a dark .swamp, over which hangs the misty 
mantle of the Angel of Morning Air, comes the 
whirring of wings. Through the grey mist, first 
in ones and then in groups, flows forth a flock of 
beautiful Canada geese. Silently they rise into the 
early morning stillness, and swerve to the south 
across the new dawn. The black of their plumage 
forms a checker-board on the pink daybreak as 
they climb to make their traditional "V." An occa- 
sional honk signifies that they are on their way. 
Now they fly steadily over the drab farmland. A 
few sparrows twirl across their path to alight on a 
dead, stiff tree sitting grotesquely in a furrowed 
field. The geese are now flying in a picturesque V. 
The few leaders change position from time to time, 
and the odd geese break the V to fly alongside or 
behind. With a unified movement they rise upward 
to fly along the now light violet sky. No sight can 
ever compare with these majestic geese as they slide 
smoothly above the landscape painted by Autumn. 
Soon the geese grow smaller, the honks grow 
fainter and less frequent, and presently all that 
is left of my vision at daybreak is a cluster of tiny 
specks against the blue of an autumn sky. 

You will be missed, wild geese; soon cold, hard 
AVinter will make us forget the wonderful things 
we have had the privilege of seeing. 

Mary Jane Thompson, VI A. 



CENTRO AMERICA 

Los paises Centroamericanos son seis — Guate- 
mala, El Salvador, Honduras, Nicaragua, Costa 
Rica y Panama. 

Guatemala y El Salvador son muy ricos en la 
produccion del cafe, cafia de Aziicar y algodon. En 
cambio la costa del Atlantico de Honduras produce 
una inmensa cantidad de bananas. 

Sin embargo todos los paises tienen en comiin la 
produccion del cafe. 

Hay gente que no considera a los indios muy 
inteligentes. Esto no es verdad. Al contrario, pueden 
ser mas inteligentes que mucha gonte civilizada. La 
unica razon que no pueden ensenar tanto su in- 
teligencia es porque los pobres no han tenido la 
dicha de ir a la escuela y por lo menos de aprender 
a leer y escribir. 

Sin embargo, hoy dfa los gobiernos de los di- 
ferentes paises, han hecho mucho para adelantar 
los medios de vida de la gente pobre, siendo indios 
la mayor parte. 

Muchos indios tienen un buen oido para la 
miisica y la poesfa. 

La historia de las diferentes tribus Lndias-los 
Aztecas de Mexico, las Mayas de la America Central 



y las Incas del Peru, nos da un buen ejemplo como 
fueron civilizados ya en aquellos tiempos. Su 
arquitectura fue maravillosa; todas las paredes 
fueron esculpidas a mano. 

Los indios viven en ranchos, que son casitas de 
adobe con techos de paja. Son muy tipicos, y a 
los turistas les fascina ver como viven los indios. 
Hay familias de indios que siempre tienen su 
ranchito muy ordenado y la limpieza reina sobre 
todo, pero en realidad esto no se puede decir de la 
mayor parte. 

Un factor que toda la gente echa de ver en los 
paises Latinoamericanas es la gran diferencia que 
existe entre la riqueza y la pobreza. Uno puede 
andar por la parte mas bella de una cuidad, viendo 
enormes residencias de gente muy rica, y pocos 
minutos despiies, estar en una pobreza enorme, 
rodeada de ranchos con indios descalzos y cargando 
machetes: es decir (pie no hay relativamente clase 
media. 

Hoy dia los paises Centro y Sudamericanos ya 
no estan tan atrasados como hace varios annos. 
Ahora casi todos los naturales asi como los ex- 
tranjeros cooperan juntos para hacer su pais una 
nacion de verdadera prosperidad. 

Irma Schiess, Matric. 

o 

ANSWERS TO V A QUIZ 



1. Bonnie Roes 

2. Ann Connacher 

3. Penny Avre 

4. Helen Hand 

5. Val Morris 

6. Greer Gardner 

7. Jennifer Patton 

8. Ginnv Prire 

9. Alix Palk 

10. Bobby Starke 

11. Ginnv Gordon 

12. Wendy Watson 

13. Sue Dawes 

14. Sally Scott 

15. Janet Simms 



16. Judy House 

17. Joan Howard 

IS. Charlotte Stevens 
10. Lucy Caridi 

20. Sherrill Norcross 

21. Sue Gordon 

22. Carole Salmon 

23. Ann Smith 

24. Sue MeMaster 

25. Dione Newman 

26. Jennifer Woods 

27. Janice Byers 

28. Di Stewart 

29. Miss Keyzer 



ANSWER SHEET TO CROSSWORD PUZZLE 



Vestigia T> 

I. 

V. 

VII. 

VIII. 

IX. 

X. 

XIII. 

XV. 

XVI. 

XVII. 

XIX. 

XX. 

XXII. 

XXIII. 

XXV. 

XXVI. 

XXVII. 

XXXII. 

XXXIV. 

XXXVI. 

XXXVII. 

XXXIX. 

XL. 



•ansversa 

Caesar. 

Liber. 

Belgae. 

id. 

Lex. 

ecquis 

noeeo. 

din. 

ante. 

In. 

ut. 

iam. 

servus. 

hos. 

do. 

ano. 

clamantis 

de. 

da. 

idem. 

dux. 

abicio. 

sibi. 



Vestigia Ereeta 


II. 


abdo. 


III. 


abeo. 


IV. 


Rex. 


V. 


laedes 


VI. 


ieci. 


VIII. 


insulae 


IX. 


legio. 


XL 


quare 


XII. 


istud. 


XIV. 


si. 


XVIII. 


uso. 


XXI. 


am. 


XXIII. 


hoc. 


XXIV. 


una. 


XXVIII. 


lux. 


XXIX. 


mons. 


XXX. 


tibi. 


XXXI. 


sic. 


XXXII. 


deo. 


XXXIII. 


em. 


XXXV. 


ad. 


XXXVIII 


hortum 


XXXIX. 


ab. 
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COTTAGE REPORT 

Twenty-one girls made up our Cottage group this 
year; two of them — Rosita Caridi and Becky 
Romano are from South America. Two others, 
Dougie Trudeau and Chele Robertson are from the 
United States, and the rest live in Canada. In- 
cluded in this last group are Jennifer Giles, Shireen 
Finch, Caroline Massey and Gay Bell from Ontario, 
and Di Bignell, Barbie Baker, Debbie Rankin, 
Tony Sharp, Susie Gardner, Cathy Stewart, 
Martha Meagher, Marcia Pacaud, Bonnie Bernier, 
Ann Harrison, Judy Westwater, Nancy Nichol, and 
M argot Parker from the Province of Quebec. 

Mrs. Capon and Miss Syme took care of the Cot- 
tagers the first term. Mrs. Welter and Miss Syme 
have looked after us since Christmas. We all miss 
Mrs. Capon very much. 

The Christmas play put on by the Cottage, 
directed by Miss Hewson,was called "The Stranger." 
The Cottage Christmas party was great fun be- 
cause we played games and had a delicious supper. 
It ended with Santa Claus giving out presents and 
Christmas stockings to everyone. 

In the second term we enjoyed skiing and 
skating. In the evenings there were many amuse- 
ments — besides playing gramophones. The IVA's 
and IVB's made puppets and organized impromptu 

plays. 

In the summer term we are learning to play 
tennis and also enjoy other outdoor games. We all 
had a wonderful time at the sugar camp. 

We all wish to thank Mrs. Welter and Miss 
Syme for making life in the cottage so enjoyable. 

Judy Westwater, V B. 



THE SECRET GARDEN 

I found a secret garden 
Hidden by a wall; 
I found an ivy-covered door 
Quite big and green and tall. 

I found the key to open it 
Hidden in the ground; 
I pushed the key into the lock 
And didn't make a sound. 

I pushed the green door open 
And looked about the place. 
It was a gloomy sight to see; 
Of green there was no trace. 

I went there almost every day 
And planted many seeds; 
It was a trifle hard to do, 
To pull up all the weeds. 

At last the green began to show 
And buds began to burst; 
A Robin and his mate came by 
And took fast flight at first. 

I made good friends with both the birds 
And with their "Tinies" too; 
I watched the "Tinies" learn to fly, 
The best you ever knew. 

Cathy Stewart, IV A. 
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A STRAY DOG 

Once when a little boy named Joey was wand- 
ering through a deep wood he met a stray dog. 
Joey felt so sorry for the dog that he started to take 
her home. He was just about to go down the path 
to his home when he remembered that his father 
did not like dogs. He felt as if his heart was going 
to break. Then Joey thought to himself. "I could 
keep her in a secret place." He dashed back to 
where he had found her and tried to tell her he 
would be back. 

One morning when the sun was just rising, 
Joey was down in the kitchen getting food for 
the little dog, which now was getting big and 
strong. His mother walked in and said, "Joey, 
what are you doing?" 

"Oh, I just felt a little hungry, Mom," said Joey. 

"Are you sure that's all?" said his mother. 

"Yes, Mo-mother, I'm quite sure." 

"Joey, I think that you are trying to keep some- 
thing from your father and me, and I am de- 
termined to find out," said his mother. 

Joey thought to himself that it was no use and 
he had better tell her now. 

"Well, Mother, when I was wandering through 
the woods, I met a stray dog and I have kept her 
ever since in a secret place. I was trying to get 
food for her when you walked in," said Joey. 

"Wait here and I'll go and talk to your father, 
Joey," said his mother. 

When Joey's mother came in again she looked so 
happy that it made Joey smile. 

"Joey," his mother said, "your father said you 
might keep the dog as long as she doesn't come 
near him." 

■Joey was so happy that he ran and hugged his 
father. 

As time went by, Joey's father began to love the 
dog, and from then on they all had great times 
together. 

Debby Rankin, IV B. 



THE RAIN 

The rain is loudly falling; 
I think it's just appalling. 
Because I want the fun 
Of playing in the sun. 

But if I want the sun to come, 
I'll have to bear the rain ; 
For raindrops make the flowers grow, 
And spring is here again. 

Shireen Finch, IV A. 



THE TERRIBLE STORM 

By four o'clock the storm had really settled in. 
The wind outside was raging furiously and the 
rain was beating against the windows of our small 
cottage. The sky was black and every now and 
then you could look out into the ocean and see 
bright flashes of forked lightning and a1«s *' |P oluaU 
lights of the shrimn bo«^ kh*x were out. The water 
outaide our door was about three inches deep and 
was slowly leaking in. It grew darker and darker 
but finally after many long hours, the storm 
stopped. 

The next day the sun shone brightly as if there 
had never been such a thing as a storm. 

Carol Sonne, V B. 

A SPECIAL DAY 

The bright sun peeped through my bedroom 
window. I blinked, then realizing what day it was, 
I jumped out of bed and bounded down the stairs 
like lightning. It was my birthday! 

I took a deep breath of the lovely fresh June air. 
I started cooking breakfast and set the table for 
four. I guess the smell of toast and bacon cooking 
brought my parents and brother downstairs. Daddy 
picked me up in his arms and swung me around 
and wished me a happy birthday. My mother 
kissed me and my brother did the same. Then she 
winked at me and hinted for me to come with her. 
She led me to the basement where a little brown- 
eyed puppy sat wagging his tail with all his might, 
just waiting to be cuddled. 

All too soon the day ended. I had had a wonderful 
time and I knew that I would have a wonderful 
dream that night, of my wonderful, wonderful 
day! 

Nancy Nichol, V B. 

A ROLLER COASTER RIDE 

bast year, when the fair was opening in the city, 
my sister and I were excited because Ave were 
going. When we arrived Janet wanted to go on a 
roller coaster ride. I thought it would be an exciting 
experience so I agreed to go with her. 

The next thing I knew we were in a small coaster 
car. Hie ride started. Up and down this way and 
that we went until I wondered that I was not 
upside down. My sister was enjoying herself, but 
I fell I must have lost my stomach somewhere 
along the way. 

When the coaster stopped, I sat still for a 
moment; then stood up. I'm still sure I was being- 
stared at as I walked away in a very uneven line. 

Betty Taylor, V B. 
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THE LITTLE BALLERINA 

Once upon a time there was a little ballerina. 
She was very pretty with long golden hair, blue 
eyes, and lips as red as roses. 

This ballerina was playing outside her little 
cottage. Suddenly her magic ring fell off her finger 
into the thick green grass. She began to cry. The 
beautiful young ballerina heard a noise in the bushes, 
and when she turned around she saw a little fawn. 

"Why are you crying, little girl?" the fawn 
asked. 

"I'm crying because I have lost my magic ring," 
said the ballerina. 

"I will give it to you if you let me sleep on your 
bed, and if you will feed me for four days." 

The little girl said she would, and she let it 
sleep on her bed and eat her food. On the fourth 
day the ballerina went for a walk in the woods and 
when she came back she found the fawn almost 
dead. Seeing this, she went over and kissed it. 
As soon as she had done this, a handsome prince 
appeared. The ballerina was too happy to speak, 
and then the prince gave her the magic ring. They 
went down the path holding hands; they lived 
happily ever after. 

Caroline Massey, IV B. 



SUMMER EVENING 

One summer night I was sitting on our porch 
half asleep. It was about nine o'clock. You could 
just see the sun from behind the greenest mountain. 
As I looked into the goldfish pool I saw a beau- 
tiful swan with a long white curved neck. Later 
his mate joined him. She was just as beautiful as 
he; then they both swam off together proudly. 

Gradually another scene formed before my eyes. 
All the flowers in the garden began to nod their 
heads sleepily as the wind started to blow very 
softly from nowhere. Fairies came dancing to the 
pool. They danced almost everywhere, over the 
flowers and on the water. There they made little 
ripples wherever they went. All of a sudden every- 
thing vanished except the pool. The sun was out 
of sight, and Dad was calling me. I followed him 
upstairs. I hopped into bed, and, thinking of every- 
thing I had seen, I soon fell asleep. 

Dougie Trtjdeau, IV A. 



SPRING 




The snow is melting slowly; 
The birds begin to sing. 
The cows are in the pasture, 
And now the church bells ring. 

Some days it's raining cats and dogs, 
Some days there's also hail, 
But usually the sun is out, 
And away the clouds all sail. 

The flowers are pushing through the earth, 
The grass is growing green; 
The farmers are ploughing up the turf; 
The wheat will soon be seen. 

April brings the Easter bunny, 
A turkey dinner too; 
I think that spring is lots of fun. 
I like it best. Don't you ? 

Susan Gardner, IV A. 
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Leeds Girls' High School Magazine: Leeds, England. 

St. Andrew's College Review: St. Andrew's, Aurora, Ont. 

Edgehill Review: Edgehill School, Windsor, X.S. 

Ledemits: Havergal College, Toronto, Ont. 

Bishop Strachan School Magazine: Bishop Strachan School, Toronto, Ont. 

Lachute High School Annual: Lachute, P.Q. 

The Beaver Log: Miss Edgar's and Miss Cramp's School, Montreal, P.Q. 

The Tallow Dip: Netherwood, Rothesay, X.B. 

The Croftonian: Crofton House, Vancouver, B.C. 

The Branksome Slogan: Branksome Hall, Toronto, Ont. 

The Blue and White: Rothesay School, Rothesay, N.B. 

The Pibroch: Strathallan School, Hamilton, Ont. 

The Mitre: University of Bishop's College, Lennoxville, P.Q. 

The Bishop's College School Magazine: Bishop's College School, Lennoxville, P.Q. 

Technical Collegiate Institute: Saskatoon, Sask. 

Samara: Elmwood School, Ottawa, Ont. 

Intra Muros: St. Clement's School, Toronto, Ont. 

The Record: Trinity College School, Port Hope, Ont. 

The Ashburian: Ashhury College School, Ottawa, Ont. 

The Grove Chronicle: Lakeheld, Ont. 

The Almaphalian: Alma College, St. Thomas, Ont. 

The Balmoral Hall Magazine: Balmoral Hall, Winnipeg, Man. 

The Chronicle: The Study, Montreal, P.Q. 

The Alibi: Albert College, Belleville, Ont. 

The Boar: Hillfield School, Hamilton, Ont. 



GUESS WHO! 
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Walked the gym last night ? Says he does not like women ? Didn't make breakfast on time ? 
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The universal problem 
"Making ends meet." 
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Ladders that do not 
lead to success 
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LETTER FROM 

Not so long ago I was telling a group of kinder- 
garten children about the fun we used to have 
during maple sugar time at school. These five and 
six year old children have never been sugaring off 
and they listened intently. When I completed the 
story, the light suddenly dawned in one little boy's 
eyes and his hand shot up, "I know, Mrs. Kazi, 
that was in the olden days!" As Moses and Adam 
are also regarded by the children as people who 
lived in the "olden days," I did not consider this 
a compliment to my age at all. Incidents such as 
this happen in a kindergarten frequently. The 
kindergarten teacher is certainly kept amused by 
her charges. For kindergarten teaching is lots of 
fun as well as lots of work. Sharing in the first 
experiences of a visit to the fire station, learning 
dances, learning to paint and to be part of the 
"big school" never leaves a dull moment. 

A kindergarten teacher is more than just a glori- 
fied baby-sitter. Her aim is to help the child, who 
has never left his mother's side, to become an in- 
dependent individual. In doing so she not only 
guides the child in adjusting socially with his own 
age group at playtime, but attempts to give him 
self-confidence and a better understanding of the 
outside world. She also prepares him for Grade 
work by teaching him how to learn. For example 
she has to teach the child to read pictures from 
left to right, thus doing the ground work for reading 
words. 

Kindergarten teaching has no set curriculum as 
in Grades and it is up to the teacher to form a 
plan which will benefit her particular group most. 
It is very important to get well acquainted with 
each individual child; there are not two of them 
who have the same personality traits. For the most 
part their formation was done in the home. They 
love to tell the teacher what they do at home, and 
some parents would certainly be surprised if they 
heard the details a teacher knows about their 
family life. 

If you are looking for a profession which is 
respected, exciting, rewarding (and gives you long 
holidays) you should consider becoming a kinder- 
garten teacher. The prime requisites are, of course, 
liking little children and possessing the patience of 
Job. Even if you aren't a brilliant all-around 
student (Miss Gillard will agree that I wasn't!) 



AN OLD GIRL 

you might have the qualifications to become a good 
kindergarten teacher. 

Now the question probably has come to your 
mind, "How do I know if I would like to work 
with little children?" Perhaps you would be wise 
to baby-sit during your holidays, attend summer 
camps and work with the youngest children to find 
out if this type of work appeals to you. If it does, 
then why not think about attending MacDonald 
College after you leave school ? 

MacDonald College courses are subject to changes 
in accordance with improved ideas and methods 
but I understand there are three types of kinder- 
garten courses available. A one year course, a two 
year course which includes more academic subjects, 
and a four year degree course (Bach, of Education). 
When I attended Mac in 1952-53, the one year 
course was the only kindergarten course offered and 
we were a group of sixteen girls. To qualify we were 
required to pass elementary tests in music and art 
as an interest in these arts plays an important part 
in the kindergarten programme. We had lectures 
in English, History, Scripture, General Education 
Practice, Physical Education, Child Psychology, Art 
and Music, and special lectures in kindergarten ac- 
tivities. Workshops to prepare charts, audio-visual 
aids, musical instruments and reading readiness 
material, as well as half-day practice- teaching- 
periods approximately every six weeks in the 
nursery school and kindergarten, were very inter- 
esting parts of the course. We also had to do 
four weeks of actual teaching during the year in 
Montreal and Lakeshore schools under the guidance 
of the regular class teachers. 

It is certainly not all hard work at Mac. To live 
and study in such a lovely spot is a pleasure in 
itself. There are many activities to fill your leisure 
hours. Class plays, School for Teachers' concerts, 
Literary and Debating clubs and the Green and 
Gold Show arranged and directed by the students, 
are annual activities. If you are a lover of sports 
there is an indoor pool, tennis courts and all sorts 
of other facilities. Dances held jointly with the 
students of the Agriculture school liven the social 
life. It is a short bus ride into Montreal to visit 
your friends or families. 

There are many more things I could tell, but to 
end this article, here is another story about the 
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children. One afternoon p * -^ergarten group were 
singing a greets '" llg ' " Far and wlde a g reetln S 
send to - " y llttle smmn g friend. . ." Little Jane 
,.^o singing so well that she was chosen to sing 
it as a solo. With great solemnity she started to 
sing. "Far and wide a greeting send to every little 
smelly friend. . ." The two teachers present had a 
hard time controlling their laughter, much to little 
Jane's bewilderment. 

As you can probably guess, I just love the work 
and hope that several of you will come and enjoy 
yourselves in such a useful way; teaching a kinder- 
garten. 

Jean (Dodds) Kazi. 

MARRIAGES 

Susan Teakle to Boyd Whitthall on May 29, 1956. 
Diana Taylor to Robert A. Hall on May 11, 1957. 
Heather Allen to Kent Barber on December 21, 
1956. 

Elizabeth Creery to Lieut. W. II . Hall in August. 
Jean Lindsey to Rufus Titus in August. 
Nancy Pollock to John D. Roe. 

BIRTHS 

To Mr. and Mrs. Patrick Stoker (Shirley 
Harrison) a son, in August 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Douglas Creighton (Willa 
Ogilvie) a daughter, in October 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Donald Staniforth (Joanne 
Hewson) a daughter, in April 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Ross Galbraith (Mary Lou 
Franklyn) a daughter, in January 1957. 

To Mr. and Mrs. John Summerlin (Valerie 
Meyer) in New York — a son, in October 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Paul Laptew (Betty Calder) 
a son, in December 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Jim MacDougall (Willa Birks) 
a daughter, in December 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. David Blaiklock (Sally Dobell) 
a son, in April 1957. 

To Mr. and Airs. Frank Donaldson (Betty Gibbs) 
a son, in October 1956. 

To Mrs. and Mrs. Edward Kehoe (Lois Keefer) 
a son in January 1957. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Donald Stirling (Pamela 
Pasmore) a daughter, in January 1957. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Wood (Ann Hender- 
son) a daughter, in February 1957. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Ross Smith (Diana Davis) a 
daughter. 



To Mr. and Mrs. Anthony Abbott (Naomi 
Smith) a son, in July 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Alex Paterson (Joan Robb) a 
son, in July 1956. 

To Mr. and Mr.s. Raymond Parsons (Sheila 
Elder) a daughter, in April 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. David LeBaron (Robin Bocock) 
a daughter. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Paul Cooper (Jennifer Job) 
a son, in March 1957. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Fred Chafe (Katherine Pater- 
son) a daughter, in July 1956. 

To Mr. and Mrs. John Allan (Jane Trenholme) 
a son, in April 1957. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Daniel Doheny (Norah Deane 
Baillie) a daughter. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Peter McKinnon (Joan Foster) 
twin daughters, May 1, 1957. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Roger Appleby (Meg Aitken) 
a son, in December. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Larry Durkee (Judy Lindsey) 
a son, in August. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Paulsen (Judy Aitken) 
a daughter, in November. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Alan Finley (Nan Kennedy) 
a daughter, in January. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Bartlett Love (Shirley Ken- 
nedy) a daughter, in April. 



&tatf Btrectorp 

Miss A. E. Gillard, King's Hall, Compton, P.Q. 

Mile 0. Cailteux, King's Hall, Compton, P.Q. 

Miss J. Collins, 4913 Western Ave., Westmount, P.Q. 

Miss M. Dexter, Milton, Queens Co., Nova Scotia. 

Miss C. Dostie, Scotstown, P.Q. 

Mrs. G. Elliott, Sawyerville, P.Q. 

Miss G. Evans, Sawyerville, P.Q. 

Miss J. FitzGibbon, Hill House, Wickwar, Glos. England. 

Miss D. Hewson, King's Hall, Compton, P.Q. 

Miss H. Hughes, 614 Brunswick Street, Fredericton, N.B. 

Miss H. Jenkins, Littlewood, Keppoch, P.E.I. 

Miss V. Keith, Havelock, N.B. 

Miss G. Keyzer, 292 Humphrey St., Swampscott, Mass., U.S.A. 

Mme S. Landes, King's Hall, Compton, P.Q. 

Miss A. Macdonald, Port Hastings, Nova Scotia. 

Miss S. Macdonald, Box 397, Windsor, Nova Scotia. 

Miss F. MacLennan, 3 Dalhousie St., Halifax, Nova Scotia. 

Miss M. Morris, Box 332, Grimsby, Ont. 

Miss P. Povey, King's Hall, Compton, P.Q. 

Miss J. Ramsay, 329 George St., Fredericton, N.B. 

Miss M. Syme, c/o Dr. Bogert, Springhill Road, Magog, P.Q. 

Miss E. Ticehurst, King's Hall, Compton, P.Q. 

Miss D. E. Wallace, Box 41, Warden, P.Q. 

Mrs. A. Welter, North Hatley, P.Q. 

Mrs. E. Yarril, Bishop's University, Lennoxville, P.Q. 
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E. Angus, 699, Aberdeen Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 

P. Archibald, Main Rd., Hudson Heights, P.Q. 

E. Audet, 150, Vimy Street, Apt. 5, Sherbrooke, P.Q. 

P. Avre, St. John's, Newfoundland. 

C. Bailey, 11, NewcourtRd., Bray Co., Wicklow, Eire, Ireland. 

B. Baker, 198, Dufferin Road, Hampstead, P.Q. 

G. Bastian, 17S0, Dumfries Rd., Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 

A. Bealtie, 14, Richelieu Road, Chambly Canton, P.Q. 
G. Bell, 00, Markland Street, Hamilton, Ontario. 

B. Bernier, Wendybrook Farms, Sweetsburg, P.Q. 
A 



Bid 



2151, Brulart, Sillery, P.Q. 
F. Bieler, 2151, Brulart, Sillery, P.Q. 

I). Bignell, Price House, 65, St. Anne Street, Quebec City, P.Q. 
J. Bignell, Price House, 65, St. Anne Street, Quebec City, P.Q. 
H. Black, 217, Stanstead Avenue, Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 
S. Blackburn, 326, Victoria Street, London, Ontario. 
J. Byers, 4040, Gage Road, Montreal, P.Q. 
L. Caridi, Calle 32 No. 43-74, Apartado Aereo 110, 

Barranquilla, S.A. 
R. Caridi, Calle 32 No. 43-74, Apartado Aereo 110, 

Barranquilla, S.A. 
S. Carling, 36, Grosvenor Street, London, Ontario. 
L. Carter, 4855, Cole St. Luc Rd., Montreal, P.Q. 
S. Cassels, 482, Spadina Road, Toronto, Ontario. 

A. Cassils, 3065, Cedar Avenue, Montreal, P.Q. 

R. Christensen, 1509, Sherbrooke Street, Montreal, P.Q. 

F. Church, 4, Summerhill Terrace, Montreal 25, P.Q. 

J. Cochand, Chalet Cochand, St. Marguerite Station, P.Q. 
A Connacher, 250, Dromore Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba. 
J. Cordeau, 408, Metcalfe Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
M. Cowie, 2, Maple Avenue, Beaupre, P.Q. 
J. Gushing, 610, Clarke Avenue, Montreal 6, P.Q. 

B. Cuthbertson, 2285, Sunset Road, Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 

G. Davis, P. O. Box 131, Knowlton, P.Q. 

S. Dawes, 57, Belvedere Circle, Westmount, P.Q. 

G. de Kuvp-T, 501, Argyle Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 

H. Dewar, 30, Dunn Street, Oakville, Ontario. 

L. Doucet, Si. Sauveur des Monts, P.Q. 

A. Dowie, 12574, Cedar Road, Cleveland Heights, Ohio. 

D. Duncanson, 241, Dunvegan Rd., Toronto, Ontario. 

S. Finch, 11, Ashley Park, Toronto, Ontario. 

D. Fowler, 36, Summit Circle, Westmount, P.Q. 

L. Francis, P. O. Box 28, Desbiens Mills, P.Q. 

G. Gardner, 36, Parkside Avenue, Montreal, P.Q. 

S. Gardner, 36, Parkside Avenue, Montreal, P.Q. 



Giles, 220, Second Street East, Cornwall, Ontario. 

Glass, "Plantations," Lennoxville, P.Q. 

Goodeve, 1001, Moncrieff Rd., Town of Ml. Royal, P.Q. 

Gordon, 44, Park Lane Circle, Todmorden, Ontario. 
Gordon, R.F.D. 3, Box 242, Bel Air, Maryland. 

Grier, 14, Crescent Road, Ottawa, Ontario. 

Hand, "Healherleigh" Pembroke, Bermuda. 
S. Hanson, 30, Park Avenue, Lennoxville, P.Q. 
A. Harrison, 1841, St. Louis Road, Quebec City, P.Q. 
S. Harshaw, 6, Hudson Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 

C. Harvie, 45, John Street, Thornhill, Ontario. 
H. Haslam, Lake Moraine Rd., Hamilton, New York. 

Hingston, 614, Victoria Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
Holton, R.R. 1, Burlington, Ontario. 
Hornig, R. R. 1, Bolton Centre, P.Q. 
House, 10, Cobb Lane, Corner Brook, Newfoundland. 
Howard, 342, Kenaston, Town of Ml. Royal, P.Q. 
. Hut chins, 324, Pembroke Street, Pembroke, Ontario. 
Iddon, 1100, Park Avenue, New York 28, N.Y. 
Kelly, 5, Edmund Gate, Toronto, Ontario. 
L. Kennedy, 1500, Sherbrooke St. W., Montreal 25, P.Q. 

D. Lambert, 53, Thornton Avenue, Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 

C. Lyman, 3238, Cedar Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 

D. MacDougall, 6035, Gouin Blvd., Saraguay, P.Q. 
H. MacDougall, 6080, Gouin Blvd., Saraguay, P. (J. 

H. Maclaren, "Fern wood, " Francklyn St., Halifax, Nova Scotia. 
W. Maclaren, "Fernwood," FrancklynSt., Halifax, NovaScolia. 
J. Martin, 700, Upper Belmont Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
G. Massey, 74, Acacia Rd., Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa, Ontario 
S. McArthur, The Redpal h, 1460 McGregor St., Montreal, P.Q. 
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McFetrick, 01, Cedar Avenue, Pointe Claire, P.Q. 
McLean, 27, Rosemount Ave., Westmount, P.Q. 
McMaster, 3141, Daulac Road, Montreal 6, P.Q. 
. Meagher, 44, Aberdeen Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
Meagher, 44, Aberdeen Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
Menasche, 12, Rue Louis Delos, Lille (Nord), France. 
Millar, 048, Moncrieff Rd., Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 
Mitchell, Massawippi, P.Q. 
Morris, 125, First Street E., Cornwall, Ontario. 
Morris 125 First Street E., Cornwall, Ontario. 
Morris, 4438, Oxford Avenue, N.D.G., Montreal 28, P.Q. 
Murray, 46, Academy St., Lennoxville, P.Q. 
Murray, 35, St. Germain St., Rimouski, P.Q. 
Napier, 316, Russell Hill Rd., Toronto, Ontario. 
. Newman, 3302, Cedar Ave., Westmount, P.Q. 
Newman, 3302, Cedar Ave., Westmount, P.Q. 
. Nichol, 2101, Sunset Road, Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 
Norcross, Rockcliffe Rd., Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa, Ontario. 
Palk, 107, Park Blvd., Tuxedo, Manitoba. 
. Pacaud, Magog, P.Q. 
. Parker, 534, Cedar St., Beaurepaire, P.Q. 
Parsons, Pabodie Place, Little Compton, Rhode Island. 
Patton, 4304, Montrose Ave., Westmount, P.Q. 
Penhale. 1661, Notre Dame St., Thetford Mines, P.Q. 
Perron, Ste. Marguerite Station, P.Q. 
Peverley, St. Andrew's East, P.Q. 
Pinkerton, 1143, Grande Cote, Rosemere, P.Q. 
Price, Hudson Heights, P.Q. 

Price, 144, Moreuil Woods, Camp Petawawa, Ontario. 
Rankin, 260, Lindsey Street, Drummondville, P.Q. 
Rankin, 269, Lindsey Street, Drummondville, P.Q. 
Reed, 1620, Pine Avenue, Montreal, P.Q. 
Reeves, R.R. 1, Bath, Ontario. 
Robb, 32, Forden Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
. Robertson, 2310, 44th St. N.W., Washington, D.C. 
Robertson, 2310, 44th St. N.W., Washington, D.C. 
Romano, P. O. Box 283, Barranquilla, Colombia, 

South America. 
Roonev, 482, Roslvn Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
Ross, SO, Selkirk Avenue, Hudson, P.Q. 
Salmon, P. O. Box 164, Nassau, Bahamas. 
Schiess, c/o H. J. Schiess, Ringstrasse 43, Zurich 11, 

Switzerland. 
Schneider, 255, S. Van Pelt St., Philadelphia 3, Penn. 
Scott, Chaudiere Manor, Breakeyville, P.Q. 
Shannon, 60V), Belmont Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
Sharp, Sweetsburg, P. (J. 

Simms, P. O. Box 3S8, 32, Riverside, Grand Mere, P.Q. 
Sise, 54, Aberdeen Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
Smith, Finca Panama, Guatalon, Guatemala, Central 

America. 
Sonne, 63, Balfour Avenue, Town of Mt. Royal 
Starke, Cap Chat, Co. Gaspe, P.Q. 
Si evens, 5030, Victoria Avenue, Montreal, P.Q. 
Stewart, 164, Lakeshore Rd., Pointe Claire, P.Q. 
Stewart, 164, Lakeshore Rd., Pointe Claire, P.Q. 
Taylor, 134, Dunvegan Road, Toronto, Ontario. 

20, Warner Avenue, East Angus, P.Q. 

20, Warner Avenue, East Angus, P.Q. 

24, Blythdale Road, Toronto 12, Ontario. 

415, Ml. Pleasant Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
. J. Thompson, Parkside Drive, Bathurst, N.B. 
Throsby, Lancaster, Ontario. 

Troop, 201, Russell Hill Road, Toronto, Ontario. 
Trudeau, "Snowball Hill," Trudeau, New York. 
Vivian, 3555, Al water Avenue, Apl . 204, Montreal, P.Q. 
Wallace, Cardinal, Ontario. 

. Warren, 51, Markland Street, Hamilton, Ontario. 
. Watson, 4020, Clanranalcl Street, Montreal, P.Q. 
Westwater, 4160, Kensington Ave., Montreal, P.Q. 
. Whitehead, 3011, Cedar Ave., Montreal P.Q. 
Woods, 3015, Sherbrooke St. W., Montreal, P.Q. 
Wright, 708, Upper Roslvn Avenue, Montreal, P.Q. 
Wnght, 1, Mount Pleasant Court, St. John, N.B. 
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THE MODERN 
WAY TO EAT 
CANDY.... 

Feeling hungry? Reach for the Rolls! 
Your best between-meal snack. 
Tangy peppermint cream coated 
with finest dark chocolate ... or 
creamy caramel rolled in rich milk 
chocolate. Ten big pieces for ten 
cents at your nearest candy counter. 
Neilson's Rolls are the modern way 
to eat candy. 



PEPPERMINT 



CARAMEL 



Sftilsuiis ROLLS 

THE HANDY CANDY/ „,,., 



gutograpitf 



COMPLIMENTS OF FRIENDS 



Jia/vAuMM -£lzc£/iuzU 'Appliance*- 



1876 J.S. MITCH ELL C-CO.LTD. 



1957 
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WELLinGTOn n - SH£«BROOK€ , QUE. 



EASTERN TOWNSHIPS LEADING 
HARDWARE STORE 



SPORTING GOODS 

Spalding Golf Clubs 
Bentley Tennis Raquets 
Evenruide Outboard Motors 



APPLIANCES 

McClary Stoves 
Kelvinator Refrigerators 
Sunbeam Toasters 



CHINAWARE 

Wedgewood China 
Royal Doulton Figurines 
Johnson Brothers 



COAL • COKE • FUEL OIL 



Compliments of 

BRODERICK'S GARAGE 

L. J. Broderick, Proprietor 

GENERAL REPAIRS 

Acetylene Welding, Battery Service, 
Gasoline, Oils and Accessories 

CHEVROLET SALES AND SERVICE 
Compton, Que. 



Compliments of 



Eugene Groleau 



COMPTON 

QUEBEC 



Compliments 
of 



A FRIEND 



Compliments op 



Norman Spalding 

IMPERIAL CAS 
PLUMB INC 



Compton 



Quebec 



Compliments 



of 



Hendey & Ross 
Associates 



MONTREAL 

QUEBEC 



Compliments of 



A FRIEND 



For Sparkling 
Refreshment 
choose one of 



BRYANT'S 

Delicious 

SOFT DRINKS 



Quality since 1896 

Pure Spring Water is used 




COMPLIMENTS OF 



Crown Laundry & Dry Cleaning 
Company Limited 



CORNER BROOK - NEWFOUNDLAND 




After high school 

• . . what career ? 

Retailing offers unusual opportunities, 
wide variety of positions to the 
young and ambitious. Morgan's offers 
wonderful scope to prove your 
ability in this field, and invites 
applications from graduates. 



HENRY MORGAN & CO LIMITED 

Canada's Quality Department Store Call PL 6261 
MONTREAL — TORONTO — OTTAWA 



FURNITURE 

for 
Home, Office or Study 

ECHENBERG BROS. Reg'd 

Founded in 1902 



WfTH COMPLIMENTS 
of 



North Hatley Play House 



June 26th 
to 




September 
1st 



Wesley W. I. Nichol 



Howard H. Nichol 



John Nichol & Sons, Reg'd 

Wholesale and Retail 

MEATS 



Telephone LOrraine 2-1531 



Lennoxville, Que. 



Compliments of 



iHIRL and BEV 



B 


ud 


nings Drug Sto 

H. Budning, Proprietor 
Telephone LO 2-4773 


re 




39 


Wellington Street North 
Sherbrooke, Que. 





Compliments of 



THE TELEGRAM 



TORONTO 



ONTARIO 





c 


Compliments 


F 




c 


onstant 


Air-Flo 

Manufacturers of 


Lquip 


ment 

Re 3 'd 




WARM AIR PERIMETER FITTINGS 








T^ 










ROUGEMONT, P. Q 







BISHOP'S UNIVERSITY 



FOUNDED 1843 




ROYAL CHARTER 1853 



LENNOXVILLE, QUE. 

A RESIDENTIAL UNIVERSITY FOR MEN AND WOMEN 




FACULTIES OF ARTS AND SCIENCE AND DIVINITY 

Honours and Pass Courses are provided for the following degrees: 
Bachelor of Arts - B.A. Bachelor of Science - B.Sc. 

Postgraduate wor\ is provided for: 

Master of Arts - M. A. Master of Education - M.Ed. 

Licentiate in Sacred Theology (L.S.T.) 

High School Teachers Certificate 

VALUABLE SCHOLARSHIPS AND BURSARIES 

For Calendars, with information regarding entrance requirements, 

courses and fees, apply: 

THE REGISTRAR 

Bishop's University, Lennoxville, Que. 



Compliments 
of 



QUIRK'S 

DRUG STORE 

PRESCRIPTION CHEMISTS 

Prescriptions, Etc. 

charged to 
Parents or School 



Mail Orders Our Specialty 

Wllhank 1127 

1645 St. Catherine Street. West 
Montreal, Que. 



SHAW SCHOOLS 

DAY - NIGHT - HOME STUDY 



Intensive instruction leading to 
Recognized Diplomas 

Stenography, Accounting, Secretarial, 
General Office Training 

Your Copy of "The Key to Business 
Efficiency'' sent FREE on request. 



SHAW SCHOOLS, (Head Office) 

1130 Bay Street - Toronto 5, Ontario 

WAlnut 2-3165 



Enter Anytime Individual Progress 

Free Employment Service 



CUFFS 

OF WOOLWICH, S.E. 18 

London's finest store for 

PATON & BALDWIN'S 

MOUNTAIN MAID 

BAIRNS WEAR 

SIRDAR KNITTING WOOLS 

CUFF & CO. LIMITED 

98 Powis Street 

Woolwich, London 

England 



ENQUIRE ABOUT 



Invest in 
Canada Club 




H. C. FLOOD & CO. LTD. 

3G0 St. James Street West 
Montreal 



Compliments of 




Garage Montp 


aisir 


Ltd. 


L^^O 




PONTIAC • BUICK • CADILLAC 




VAUXHALL • G.M.C. TRUCKS 




269 Lindsay Street 


J. L. RANKIN 


DRUMMONDVILLE, QUE. 


Telephone 2-3388 



J. D. Martin, Vice-President C. A. Bignell, President 



H. B. Bignell 8c Son Limited 

INSURANCE BROKERS 



Telephones : 
2-4086 and 2-4087 



PRICE HOUSE QUEBEC, P.Q. 



Compliments of 



THE ALPINE INN 



LIMITED 




STE. MARGUERITE STATIO 



N 



PROVINCE OF QUEBEC 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



L, J. /Vlaxwell Limited 



Lumber Merchants 



MONTREAL 

QUEBEC 



Robert Pike Limited 

WHOLESALE 

GROCERIES 
PROVISIONS 
FLOUR and FEEDS 

a 

Commission and 
Manufacturers' Agents 

a 

CHANNEL, 

Newfoundland 



Compliments 

OF 



lL M. Long Limited 




2228 Walkley Avenue 
Montreal 



Compliments 
of 



McM 



anamy insurance 
Agencies Inc. 

GENERAL INSURANCE 



Continental Building 
Sherbrooke, Que. 




GOOD APPEARANCE PAYS 



Compliments of 



auat& 

BAKERY 



i»*NT 






S H E RRROOKE, QUEBEC 



C M PLIMENTS OF 



Clark Trading Company 



Limited 



Corner Brook 

NEWFOUNDLAND 



C OMPLIMENTS 



OF 



Rockfield. 




CJ 



Compliments of 



Clark's Pharmacy 




Telephone 
LO 2-8555 



111 Queen Street Lennoxville, Que. 



A. C. Leslie & Co. L 



MITED 



Distributors of 

STEEL • ALUMINUM • COPPER 
BRASS • ZINC 



5435 Royalmount Avenue 
TOWN OF MOUNT ROYAL, P.Q. 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



"TEA TIME 



<n 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



JOSE CARID 



M 



BARRANQUILLA, COL. 

S. A. 



Compliments of 



Charles E. Napier Company Limited 



i 



35 Marlborough Avenue 

TORONTO 5, CANADA 



COMPLIMENTS 



OF 



Uncle Walt 



i 



COMPLIMENTS 
OF 

A Parent 










COMPLIMENTS 


OF 








Lee 


M. Watson & 

1 N S U R A N 


Co. 

C E 


Limited 




SUN 


LIFE BUILDING 


SHERBROOKE, 


QUE. 



NURSING 


AS 


A CAREER 


WORKING CONDITIONS 

• SINGLE ROOM. 

• BOARD AND LAUNDRY PROVIDED 

• MEDICAL CARE. 

• FOUR WEEK'S VACATION. 

• 21 DAYS SICK LEAVE. 

• EIGHT HOUR DAY. 

• SIX DAY WEEK. 




OPPORTUNITIES IN NURSING 

• OBSTETRICAL NURSING 

• OPERATING ROOM NURSING. 

• GENERAL DUTY. 

• TEACHING. 

• PRIVATE DITTY. 

• AIR STEWARDESS. 

• NURSING IN THE FORCES. 


• AFFILIATION IN MONTREAL. 




• ETC. 


PLACE TO TRAIN 




AGE 

18-35 


JEFFERY HALE'S HOSPITAL 


WHEN TO START 


Quebec City 




FEBRUARY or SEPTEMBER 


STUDENT LIFE 




SUBJECTS NECESSARY 


• BASKETBALL. 




• TOTAL OF 10 SUBJECTS. 


• TENNIS. 




• AVERAGE— 60% 


• SWIMMING. 




• COMPULSORY SUBJECTS. 


• DANCES. 




• 1 HISTORY. 


• TEAS. 




• 2 ENGLISH. 


• SHARING EXPERIENCE. 




• 2 SCIENCE. 


• ETC. 




• 1 MATHEMATICS. 



GOOD WISHES FROM 



Cfre Gfjrontcle 



Monthly Journal of Banking, Insurance and Finance 



460 St. John Street, 
MONTREAL 



( ) M P LIME N T S F 



Glendale Spinning Mills 



Limited 




Hamilton, Ontario 



A 
Well Wisher 



Compliments of 



EVA WADDELL 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



T. D. K. ROONEY Limited 



□ 



233 DUNBAR AVENUE 

TOWN OF MOUNT ROYAL 

P. Q. 



Wiggett's Shoe Store 

HIGH GRADE FOOTWEAR 
since 1886 

Telephone LO 7-G545 

194 Wellington Street North 
Sherbrooke, Que. 



C MPLI M E N T S 
of the 

Heads of Rideau 



PlNKERTON'S FLOWERS LIMITED 

"We Grow Our Own Flowers" 



* 



HUnter 1-0222 

5127 SHERBROOKE STREET WEST 

(Between Grey and Vendome) 

MONTREAL 



Compliments of the 



Mont Gabriel Club 



Laurentians Incomparable Year 'round 
Mountain-Top Resort 

V 



Mont Gabriel, Que. 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



Joseph Robb & Co., Limited 



AND 



The Anchor Packing 

Company Limited 



SUCCESS TO YOUR 
MAGAZINE 



NATIONAL 

WHOLESALERS 

LIMITED 



Broadway 

Corner Brook West, 

Newfoundland 



GUY TOMBS 

LIMITED 

CRUISES • TOURS 

RESORTS 

AIR AND 

STEAMSHIP 

RESERVATIONS 

k$ 

1085 Beaver Hall Hill 
Montreal 



BATHURST 

POWER AND PAPER 

COMPANY LIMITED 



CONTAINER DIVISION 



Manufacturers and designers of: 

• CORRUGATED CARTONS 

• CORRUGATED PRODUCTS 

• WIREBOUND BOXES 

• WIREBOUND CRATES 

• NAILED WOODEN BOXES 

• PLYWOOD BOXES 



Compliments and Best Wishes 

on the Efforts of 

Your Magazine Committee 



Atlas Hardware 

Limited 



Exclusive Wholesale 
HARDWARE 
SUPPLIERS 



Corner Brook 
N ewfoundland 




C O M P L I M E N T S OF 




On Our Open Broiler 



STEAKS, 
SHASHLIK, CHOPS 



STE. MARGUERITE HIGHWAY 

STE. ADELE EN BAS 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



A FRIEND 




Compliments 



of 



Keddie Limited 



WESTMOUNT 

QUEBEC 



1863 



94th YEAR 



1957 



FURNITURE 

FOR YOUR HOME 

FRIGIDAIRES 

AUTOMATIC WASHERS AND 

ELECTRIC RANGES 



Victor and Philips Radios 

Victor, Decca and 

Columbia Records 

Heintzman and Wilson Pianos 

Music and 

Musical Instruments 



KC WILSON & SONS Limited 

Telephone L< ) 2-2<>27 
61-67 Wellington St. North Sherbrooke, Que. 



FOR 



FURS 



SEE 



Pelletier 

ALS O 

SUITS and 
C OATS 



174 Wellington North Sherbrooke 



Compliments of 




LADIES' SPECIALTY SHOP 

Telephone LO 2-0385 

16 Wellington N. Sherbrooke, Que. 



Compliments of 



A FRIEND 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



Hewitt 

SytOftmett ^touted 
CATERPILLAR IN QUEBEC 



MONTREAL QUEBEC 1 

5550 Ferrier St. 1125 De La Canardiere 

P. 0. Box 1200 P. O. Box 1125 

Montreal 3, Que. Quebec, Que. 



THE SCHOOL OF NURSING 

THE MONTREAL GENERAL HOSPITAL 
Montreal 25, P.Q. 



for information please write to 
the Director of Nursing. 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



JOHN BREAKEY LIMITED 

GROUNDWOOD AND PULPWOOD 
SOFT WOOD AND HARDWOOD LUMBER 




TELEPHONES 

Office: TErminus 2-2G34 
Groundwood: TErminus 2-2823 



BREAKJOYVILLK - . Co. Levis, P.Q. 



Compliments of 



s 



avary 



's St 



ore 




C OMPTON 

QUEBEC 







Compliments of 




R 


ob 


ert 

BUTC 


Gilber 

'HER 


t 


Telephone 


49 w 


Compton, 


Que. 









Compliments of 






J. 


B. 


M. 


St. Laurent Fils, 

T 
C M PTOX 

QUEBEC 


Er 


irg. 



Graduating Students... 

You are invited to discuss with any of the officers of 
Sir George Williams College your plans for further 
education and training. They will be pleased to tell 

you of . . . 

The College (Faculties of Arts, Science and Commerce) 
in which you can complete your study for the degree of 
B.A., B.Sc., or B.Com. in day or evening classes. 

The Day Business School for business, stenographic or 
secretarial training. 

The Evening Business School where working people 
may obtain business or technical training. 

The School of Fine and Applied Art which offers both 
day and evening classes in commercial art, drawing, 
painting, designing, modelling and sculpture. 

And also of the Retail School which offers full day 
courses in co-operation with Montreal's largest stores. 

Information from the Registrar 
1435 Drummond Street - MA 8331 

Sir George yy illiams College 

And the SIR GEORGE WILLIAMS SCHOOLS 
OF THE MONTREAL Y.M.C.A. 



Compliments of 

Precision Crankshaft 
Grinding Service 

Division of 

Sherbrooke Oxygen & 
Welding Supplies 
Limited 



988 WELLINGTON STREET SOUTH 
SHERBROOKE, QUE. 



Best of Luck 

to the Graduating Class 
on the 

McGill Examinations 



COMPLI M E N T S 



OF 



WEETWOOD 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



MORRIS LUMBER LIMITED 




706 Desnoyers Street 
MONTREAL, QUEBEC. 



Sherbrooke Oxygen & Welding Supplies Ltd. 



EVERYTHING FOR WELDING 



Branches at: — Drummondville • St. Hyacinthe • Granby 



986 WELLINGTON ST. SOUTH 



SHERBROOKE, QUE. 




GERALDINE HEBERT 

SEARS STUDIO 

Photographs 



L39 Frontenac Street 



Sherbrooke, Que. 



Best Wishes 
to MacDonald next year 

*=» 
HEATHER and LU 



Compliments of 



A FRIEND 



COMPLIMENTS OF 



Donnacona Paper Company 

Limited 



SALES 



MORTGAGES 



INSURANCE 



Redpath Realties 



Limited 



2007 UNION AVENUE 



PL 1104 




When you need a nurse, telephone the V.O.N, 

The Victorian Order of Nurses for Canada established 
by Royal Charter in 1897, is a part-time professional 
nursing service with branches from coast to coast, with 
national office located in Ottawa at 193 Sparks Street. 
See your telephone directory for V.O.N. 



A part-time professional nursing service in your own H 



ome 



Georgedale Farm 

on Lake Memphremagog 

Home-Cooked Meals our Specialty 

Telephone Mansonville 66rl4 

MRS. CLAUDE GEORGE 



Magasin Moderne 

The Home of 
EXCLUSIVE DRESSES 

84 Wellington St. North Sherbrooke, Que. 




c 



(oo?n/iu»tenfo 



THE 



STANDARD LIFE 

ASSURANCE COMPANY 

Head Office: 

1245 Sherbrooke Street 

Montreal, Que. 



Canada's First . . . since 1 833 



Star Pharmacy 



Telephone LO 2-3744 



111 Wellington North Sherbrooke, Que. 



John Milford & Son Re 9 'd 

FLORISTS 

Members of the 
Florists' Telegraph Delivery Association 

Telephone LO 2-3757 

143 Frontenac Street Sherbrooke, Que. 



Best Wishes 



to th< 



Graduating Class of 1957 



GUATEMALA 

The land of beautiful scenery 
and good coffee 



Congratulations and Best Wishes 



to th< 



Graduates of 1957 




From the parents of a graduate 



Canada's First 

Complete Fuel Service 

To Industry 

OIL COAL 




347 Bay Street Toronto, Ontario 

EMpire 4-3271 



Compliments of 




sr. John's, 

NEWFOUNDLAND. 



Established 18 5 9 



A 



n international 
company serving 
Canadians and 
Americans since 1891 



ASSURANCE COMPANY 

HI A D OFFICE • WINNIFtG, CANADA 




Lunham & Moore Shipping Limited 

SHIPOWNERS • OPERATORS • AGENTS 
MARINE FREIGHT CONTRACTORS 



455 Craig St. West 



Montreal, Que. 



Compliments of 



MacLAREN, HOPE Limited 



NSURANCE BROKERS 



151 Hollis Street 



Halifax, N. S. 







^ / 



HOVEY 
MANOR 



For The 

Izaak Waltons 

Lake Massawippi 
offers no fewer than 
42 varieties of fish 
to strike the sports- 
man's bait or rise to 
his lure. Boats and 
guides available at 
the Manor, as well 
as tackle and bait. 




offers 
ample 
scope 
for 



SWIMMING 

A gradually sloping 
sandy beach lor begin- 
ners and children, deep- 
water swimming for the 
expert. Boch the beach 
and dock are floodlit. 



GOLF 

Six 9-hole courses — 
from 2 to 17 miles from 
the Manor. Caddies are 
available at most of the 
courses, and at one- 
there is a bar and din- 
ing room. 



TENNIS 

Floodlit court with 40- 
foot back courts, brick 
dust surface, clay base 
and rock foundation. 



WATERCRAFT 

Canoes, sailboats, row- 
boats and outboards are 
available. In addi- 
tion, a wide variety of 
inboard craft may be 
obtained at short notice. 




Capt.EBENEZER HOVEY 



Discoverer of Lake Massawippi (in 1793), Captain 
Hovey was North Hatley's first settler, and the 
man for whom the Manor was named. A United 
Empire Loyalist from Windham, Conn, and Char- 
lotte, Vc, he was typical of the hardy pioneers 
who carved the lovely Eastern Townships out of 
the rugged Canadian wilds. 




COMPLIMENTS OF 




LIMITED 

EXCLUSIVE FURRIERS 



147 Frontenac Street 



Sherbrooke, Que. 



Visitors to West Newfoundland will find 

A FAROE MODERN PHARMACY 
in the center of townsite — Corner Brook 
A WEFF EQUIPPED DISPENSARY 

Photographic Supply Center 

Extensive Magazine Section 

Snack Bar, Etc. 



HUMBER PHARMACY 

Corner Brook, Newfoundland 




I his I akeS r racticc . . . and so does saving. 
Practice saving part of every dollar you receive 
in a Royal Bank Savings Account. It's a good 
habit — one that improves with practice! 



THE ROYAL BANK 
OF CANADA 

Canada's Largest Bank 



WHAT'S 
HER LINE? 

At first glance you might say: "Telephone 
Operator." 

But you would be wrong. This young lady 
is an energetic, competent Ad-Taker, whose 
special training makes it possible for her to 
provide expert advertising service for the 
thousands of people who phone The London 
Free Press newspaper office where she is a 
valued employee. 

Is this message informative ? Educational ? 




Did it tell you something you didn't know ? 
We hope so, because then we know we 
have once again succeeded in carrying out 
one of the major duties of our Xewspaper- 
Radio-Television business, to be truly in- 
formative, educational — and entertaining, 
too. 



FREE PRESS PRINTING COMPANY LIMITED 



LONDON, ONTARIO, CANADA 



Newspaper Division: 
THE LONDON FREE PRESS 



Electronics Division: 
CFPL-RADIO; CFPL-TV 



A Junior Miss* Buyword Today! 
A High Fashion Must Tomorrow! 




COURTAULDS 

iscose 



The busy, active life you lead 

today, and your high fashion 

dreams of tomorrow call for a 

whole new idea in fabrics. 
The clothes you wear must still, before any other 
consideration, be beautiful to look at, touch and 
wear. They should be able to stand up well and keep 
their good looks with a minimum of care and attention. 
And, in the face of today's generally high cost of living, they 
should be reasonably-priced. But since nature has not supplied us 
with fibres from which such fabrics can be woven, scientists have 
had to develop the fibre themselves in test tubes. 
This is how the versatile fibre we call VISCOSE came 
into being — created by chemistry to answer your needs for 
beauty, colour, texture, and wearing quality— all at 
a price within reach and reason. 





(CANADA) 





A Message from EATON'S 
To All High School 
Graduates 



What retailing 
as a career 
offers you today 

• Unusual scope for advancement because of the 
relatively high number of supervisory and 
specialized jobs. 

• Variety of opportunity to express your talents 
and skills in selling, service, buying, managing. 

• Earnings which compare favourably with similar 
responsibilities in other businesses. 

• Specialized training on planned basis. (Inquire 
about our "Sales Training Groups.") 

• Valuable benefits including discount on pur- 
chases, group life insurance, pension plan, 
financial assistance with educational courses at 
schools and colleges. 

• A progressive, well-established Company — the 
largast retail organization in the British 
Commonwealth. 

You are invited to contact our Personnel 
Manager or Employment Manager for an 
interview. PL 9211 , Locals 630 or 584 



T. EATON C? MlTC , 

Or MONTREAL 




Oak Tree 
Sleeping 



Not tomorrow, nor the day after, but 
in time, a huge oak tree will have 
emerged from this acorn. It's the same 
with saving. With patience, persistence 
and determination you'll soon find 



your savings have grown big enough to 
buy what you set out to save for. 
The first thing to do is to start. 
And the best place to start is at our 
nearest branch. 



THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE 

750 branches across Canada ready to serve you 



COMPLIME N T S OF 



m'^ 




1521 MOUNTAIN STREET 



MONTREAL 





A f 



% A \ 






rv 



'■.iji~ 



THE MACDONALD LASSIE 




THE BELL TELEPHONE COMPANY OF CANADA 



the 
finest 
fleet 
afloat 



. . . extends its compliments to King's 
Hall, Compton. May more and more 
of you enjoy the waterways of Canada 
and the thrill of owning PAGESHIPS 
. . . 'the finest fleet afloat'. 



PACESHIPS LIMITED 

MAHONE BAY, NOVA SCOTIA, CANADA 



a division of Industrial Shipping Co. Ltd.. 
makers of molded birch veneer hulls. 



^Pacfe-SancfAter sprinting 

COMPANY LIMITED 

406 MINTO STREET SHERBROOKE, QUE. 





Printers 

Lithographers 

Stationers 

Paper Box Makers 



s$g 



Telephon e 

LO 2-3861 



P Ft INTERS IN SHERBROOKE, QUE., SINCE 1902 





n 


and _ 




Ltd. 



With the Compliments and 
Good Wishes of Western 
Newfoundland s Pioneer 
Department Store 



Established in 1925 



GOODYEAR and HOUSE Ltd 



CORNER BROOK 



NEWFOUNDLAND 




